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PROLOGUE 


(Written by. Mr, Dryden.) 


Ere yourbut. half fo wife as you're fevere, 
Our youthful Poet foowd not need to fear; 
To his green years your Cenfures you wou d fait, 


: Not blift the Bloffom, but expeté the Fruzt. 
The Sex that beft does pleafure underftand, 
Wilt always chafe to err on Cother hand. 
They check not himthats Aukward in delight, 
But clap the young Rogues Cheek, and {et him right. 
Thus pind well, and flefot upon his Prey, 
The youth may prove a man another day ; 
for your own (akes, inftruct him when he's out, 
Toul find him mend his work at every bout. 
When fome young lufty Thief is paffing by, 
How many of your tender Kind will cry, ¢ 
Al proper Fellow, pity he foowd -dye. 7 
He might be fav'd, and thank us for our pains, 
There's fuch a ftock of Love within his Veins, 
Thefe Arguments the Women may per{wade, 
But move not you, the Brothers of the Trade, 
Who fcattering your Infection through the Pit, 
With aking hearts and empty Purfes fit, ‘ 
To take your dear Five Shillings worth of Wit. 
The praife you give him in your kindeft mood, 
Comes dribling from you, juft lke drops of blood ; 
And then you clap fo civilly, for fear 
The loudue(s might offend your Neighbours ear ; 
That we fufpect your Gloves are lind within, 
For filence {ake, and Cotten'd next the skin. 
From thefe Ufurpers we appeal to you, 
The only knowing, only. judging few ; 
Tou whoin private have this Play allow d, 
Ought to maintain your Suffrage to the Crowd. 
The Captive once fubmitted to your Bands, 
Jou foou'd protect from Death by Vulgar bands, 
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Scene Circe’s Cave. 


ees a 


Theas, Iphigenia, Guards and Aitendants. 


\-H IS, fure, isthe fad region of difpair, 
Where, after Death, the guilty Souls repair: 
Here 1s no-promife of a blooming Spring ; 
No chearful light awakes the Birds to Sing. 
The blafted Trees no leaves or blofioms yield, 
‘On their bare tops Owles pearch, and Ravens build. 

Tho. Thofe Spirits gladly in thefe {hades obey, 
Who ficken at the view of brighter day. 
In this dark place, fhutup from mortal fight, 
My Queen converfes with the God of Night, 
Prepares her Poyfons, mutters holy Words : 
Herbs for her Charms th’ unwholfome foile affords ; 
Here fhe has promifed from their dark abodes, 
By her ftrong Art to raife th’ infernal Gods, 
And to inguire our fate. 

Iph. ——Can Heaven decree 
That any lucky Star fhould {mile on me. 
How longa Captive mult I here remain ? 
How long my hands with horrid murders ftain? 
A Goddefs who in humane blood delights 
Ordains me to perform her impious rights. 
Ye Pow’rs that rule the World, fhal] I no more 
My Country fee, nor houfhold Gods adore ? 

Tho. Oh Iphigenia when thofe Prayers you make, 
When you beg leave this Region to forfake, 
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Gil Fe Gk. 

So foftly fpeak, that none but Heaven may hear, 
With the harfh Words wound nota Lovers ear. 
For freedom cruel Maid in vain you fue, 

The Pow’ss above will be as deaf'as you. 

Alas! what pity can you.hope to meet, 

Who let poor Lovers langmifh at your feet ? 
Who can behold with unrelenting Eyes 

A wretched King who for your Beauty dies ? 

Iph. Where are your Oaths, how often have you fworn? — 
Your guilty paffion fhould in fecret burn. [ Angerly.. 
Muft I by death your perfecutions fly > 
I am not fo confin’'d but I can die. 


t2 


Scene S2cond. 


Eater ithacus. 


Ith. F’re we inveke the Gods, I hither come 
From Iphigenia’s mouth to know my doonr3 
From you my life or death I humbly wait 5: 
*Tis you and not the Gods that rule my fate. 
The chafe of Glory I no more purfue, 
Forgetting Armes, I languifh here for you. 
Love may incite the Young to hunt for fame, 
But Beauty then muft the reward prolame. | 
Task but Hope, it is a {lender fare, 

But the Camelion-Love can live on Air. 

Ipb. Like fome miftaken Zealot you apply 
True Worfhip to the wreng Divinity. 
Adore the fair Ofwida, far more bright 
And beautiful than firft created light 5 
More Innocent than Beauty was before 
It ftudied Wit, or coftly Drefles wore. 

Her Mind is Noble, and her Greatnefs free, 
Her Soul, like Heaven, full of bleft Harmony: 
Unlefs unquiet Love fome difcord moves, 
Which youmutt pardon, fince ‘tis you fhe loves: 
Of all thofe Graces prodigal to you, 

Fot which, in vain, the reft of Mankind fue. 

Tho. If we by Policy could govern Love, or. 
My Daughter's Sighs this Noble Prince might move 5 


Since 
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CIRCE. SS 


Since he for fuddain exile muft prepare, 

Or, marrying her, be made the Empires Heirs 

Loudly the People for this Union call, 

And their Rebellious fury threatens all : 

But I the Magick of your Beauty know 

Too well to blame what Love compel’s him to, 
Ith, Before I faw your Daughter, I had paid 

My Loves firft Tribute to this charming Maid 5 

And then the Empire vainly did enjoine, 

That I fhould give a Heart which was not mine. 
Iph. Vie hear no more, itis too great a fault, 

But to endure your Criminals affault ; 

In Vertu’s Combats they that keep the Field, 

Almoft as guilty are as they that yield : 

Vertue by flight fecures it felf. [ Ls going. 
Ith. ——— O ftay,. 

To my dark Hopes will youwafford no day? 

Promife at leaft you will beftow your Love, 

As you'r directed by the Pow'rs above. 

r Iph, What they Command I never fhall decline, 

To Heav’n my will and perfon I refign. 


Scene Third. 
To them Ofmida. 





Of. Ihave my Sexes Paffions, want their Art 5 
For by my Eyes ftill I betray my Heart’: 
Thither to gaze on him my Soul does hatte, 
And in kind looks Iall my Spirits watte. 
Iph. Behold .the fair Ofwida now appears, 
Her beauteous Eyes are full of Love and Tears. | 
Tho. Poor Virgin! my commands at firft did make [To Ott. 
Thofe Wounds thou didft but in obedience take. 
Ofm. You bade me all thofe modeft fears remove, 
Which guard at firft a Virgins Heart from Love. 
Admire not, if I yielded to his Charmes, 
When you had taken from me all my Arms 5 
But Ithacws, fince you my Love defpife, 
I with a jut difdain will arm my Eyes, 
| B 2 And 
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And in my Breaft I fhall retain no fire; 

Bue what my Anger and Revenge infpire. 
Ith, Madam, opprefs not thus my finking Fate; 

T bear already a too heavy weight : tf 

Ah rather an unhappy wretch deplore, 

Who dies, becaufe-he cannot love you mores 































* My Heart’s a Prifoner, if. at Freedom gains, 


Ir thall but be to wuear Ofmida’s Chains. 

Ofiz. That Iphigenia’s Empire would but-be 
As fhort as thou wilt find my. hate of thee. 
Like a kind Parent I forgive; and take 
Any fubmiffion he is pleas’d to: make.. 


Scene Fourtn.. 


Enter Circe with four Wonen. 

Cire:. Reproach to: thy°Great Father, and tome! {Tolthacus 
The wife Ulyffes doesnot live in thee; | 
Would he to Love have facrific’d a Throne >? . 
Ah Son ! this weaknef’; or thy Race difown® 

Ith, Blame not my Paflton, Madam! Love and hate,. 
Are Jefg§ at Mans difpofal than his Fate. 

Cir. But let this Monarch your Example prove, [ Posting te Tho. 


_He knows by int’'reft how to govern Love. 


To me he gave his Hand. with treacherous art, 

When Iphigenia did poflefs his Heart. 

Ungrateful King; Love on !but knew I bear 

The Thunder that can punifh you and?her. 

Iph. His Paflion I with griefand trouble fee,.- 
You cannot fuffer more by Jealoufte. 

Cir. Curs'd be her Eyes, curs'd be that fatal day, 
When fhe at Avis on the Altarday..0 [01 915 209. 
Why did the cruel Gods prevent thy fall ? 

Thofe Gods which for thy death before did call. 
No-Vidtim, great Diaza.could appeafe, | 
The Warriour’s languifh’d iniignoble eafe. 

No Ship could {pread her. Sails, for every wind: 
Offended Heaven, dad:in deep Caverns:bind. 
Troy's Genius fmil’d, to fee the Fates oppofe 
The Sea, and Wind, again{t her pow’rful Faes.. ° 


[To Iplts 


Then: 
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GUIRACLE 5 
Then Caleas cry'd, here ve mult éver hie, 
Unlefs the Princefs Iphigenia die. , 
The Gods require her blood ; Calckas 1s fent 
To fetch the Virgin from the Royal Tent. 
From her fad Moth’rs bofome {he is caught, 
And by her Father, to the Altar brought. 
Calckas prepar’dito give the fatal wound, 
When from above was heard a heavenly found 5 
Tt was Diana’s voice, who from a Cloud 
Pronounc’d this Sentence to the wondring crowd. 
Your Princcf$ {hall not on. my Altar bleed, 
She is for Holy Myfteries decreed : 
To Taurical wilt the Virgin bear, 
Through the unbeaten Region of the Air. 
Now thou art come, our Empires peace is loft, 
My vatt defigns for greatnef all are crofs‘d. 

Iph. Calchas.! how dull and lazy was thy zeal, 
Would I had perifh’t by the Sacred Steel. 
Would I had dy’d at Avlis, in this place 
I paf§ a Life unworthy of my Race.. 

My hands are ever ftain’d in humane blood, 
And ard againft the innocent and good. 

Cire. Your. hands do far lef mifchicf than your eyes, 
For which that poor ignoble Rebel dics. [ Pointing to Thaw 
You, Ithacus, have by this Paflion ftain’d, | "1 
All the Renown which. you in Afms had gain‘d 5, 

Give a great Victim to your Countries good, 
And fave vat Torrent of the Scythiax blood. 

Ofm. Urge him no more, fince ’tis his happinefs,, 

I with he cv’n my Rival may poflefs. 

And may fhe love the Prince ! as well as. I, 

I know my remedy muft be to die 5 

With thee no Rebel will difpute the, Throne, 
None will conftrain thy heart, when fam gone.. 

Jth. My Conftancy a barren Heart has till’d, 
Which to my labouring Hopes, no fruit will yield, 
And I refufé a pation kinder far, 

Than that which Deities to Mortals bear : 
Not Iphigenia can more. charming be, 


Tho’ partial Love makes her feem foto me.. [Locking on Ofmid. 
Pe 
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CIR CE; 


I'le look my felf into your fofter pow’r, 
And now methinks I only you adore. 


-~ Rebel my injur’d Heart !- and nobly rife 


Againft thofe Tyrants, Ipbigenia’s Eyes. 
Each thought does reprefent her now lefs fair, 
And all confpires I fhould your Fetters wear. 
Of. Oh weak Refolves! that angry Lovers make, 
Which they are led infenfibly to break. 
Safein thy Hearts {trong Fortrefs Love remains, 


And {miles to fee thee ftruggle with thy Chains 5 


One look your Refolutions will defeat, 
And make you figh for pardon at her feet. 

Ith. Your every Grace my fainting fenfés arms 
Againft the Force of all her powerful Charms. 


Ian look on, and yet her Charms defpife; [Looks oz Iphigenia. 


And thus provoke the Magick of her Eyes. 


‘Now to regain my freedom I begin. 


Ofm. How faft he fucks the fubtle poyfon in! 

Ith. Thus Iher Image from my Bofome tear, 
And hate her now yet fhe is wond’rous fair. 

Of. Too well this language of the Eyes I know, 
Each look an extafie of Love does fhow. 

Ith. By Heav’ns! when this brave Onfet I would make, 
My Heart grows faint, and all my finews fhake. 
Revenge and anger, which fhould fuccour me, 





Like Cowards fly, when I her Beauty fee. 


And now I melt into more tendernefs, 
Than Artlefs Maids in their firft Loves exprefs. 

Of. Poor Prince! I will not blame but pity thee, 
Thou art irreparably loft like me. 
With fome foft pleafure, we'll delude the care 
And torment which we-fuffer by: difpair. 
I will with Tears deplore your mifery, 
And you with gentle fighs {hall pity me. 

Ith. I have one torment, Madam, more than you, 
I mutt difpair, and be ungrateful too. 

Cire. By Force and Art [ had a Scepter won, | 
Of which thefe Rebels will deprive my Son. 
They all refufe that he a Crown thould wear, 
Which with Ojzida he denies to thare. 

Thus 
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CIRCE. 7 
Thus Love does humane Policy defpife, 
And laughs at all the Councels of the Wife. 
I:h. Yo pardon Criminals, and blefs them too, 
Only belongs to Deities and you. [ To Circe. 
You mutt do both, from you we hope a Cure, 
For all thofe Ils which we from Love endure. 
The Gods fome. fecret Remedy may find, 
To cure the Wounds of each afflitted mind. 
Raife the infernal Pow’rs by your {trong Charms. 
Cir. To your Requefts I will indulgent prove, 
But Heav'n it felf has little pow'r o're Love.z 
- Of. 1 from the Gods only to death pretend, 
Tis in that point my Miferies nmuft end. 
Cir. You mutt retires; thefe Sacred Myfteries, 
With Reverence we conceale from common Eyes. 
Tho. My Soul is with fome mighty Fate oppreft, 
My Heart does pant and ftrugle in my Breaft. 
I feel, I know not what, that fayes lam 
For one that Loves, and is a King, too tame, 
How weakly Reafon too refifts defire? 
And like {mall Show’rs does but augment the Fire. 
Ex. all but Circe and her Womens - 


The Scene opens to the inward part of the Cave. 
The Infernal Priefis Enter. 


Sung by Circe’s Women at the Infernal Sacrifice. 
Priefts joyn in the Chorus. 


WW; nut affemble by a Sacrifice 
Thofe Demons who do range about the Skies» 
Their neceffary aid you ufe, 

Thofé poyfonous Herbs and Roots to chufe, 

Which mingled, and prepar.d by your firong Art, 

Do to your Charms, their chiefeft Force impart. 
Your Cenfors to the Altar take, 

And with Arabian Gums fweet Odours make. 
The Air, with Mujick, gently wound, — 

Sweet fisells they love, and every plealing found. 


Cir: 
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Whom I-mutt raife up to his hated light. . 

























CI RCE. 
Cir, The ftragling Demons, Harmony can fix, 
Calls home the Sences‘of the Lunaticks, | 
And which is moft, in Temples does prepare, 
And can aflemble Man’s wild thoughts to Prayer. 


They all walk up to the Altar. 
Prietts Sing. 
I. 


Ome every Demon who o’refees 
The Fates of mighty Monarchies, 
And orders how they rife and fet, b 
All you who Love and Luftin|pire, | 
And kindle wild Ambition’s Fire, 
_ The dang’rous Sicknefs of the Great. 
Chor. Circe, the Daughter of the Sun gbey, 
| Or in bis guilded Beams you ne're fhall play. 
a IJ 


You who hatch Fadions in the Court, 
Sedition in the meaner fort, Wor 
Amongst the Pious, holy Strife, 
Lumults in Camps, in Senates too, 
Lhofe difcords which the good undoe, 
All, all that wait on humane life. 
Chor. Circe, the Daughter of the Sun obey, | 
Or in his guilded Beams you ne're fhall play. 


Exter four Spirits. — 
Cir. Bring me the juice of every Plant . 
Which grows in thofe infectious Shades, 
Where Nature hid, corrupts or fades: * 
Of all that temperate heat, or moif{ture want. 
Bring me the luftful Motaci//a’s blood, © 
And Vervain againft Thunder good. 
The juice of banefal Aconite: iy 
The black and melancholy qualities of thefe, 
By fympathy, the God of Darknefs pleafe, 


LExit one of the Spirits. 


‘Sung 
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Sung by one of Circe’s Women alone, 
Overs, who to their firft Extbraces go, 
Are. flow and languifhing, compar’d to yous 
In fpeed you can outdo the winged Wind, 
And leave, even Thought, creeping and tir d behind, 


A Spirit rifes, and layes a Farre at Circe’s feet. 
Sung by Circes Women. 


Beeson quick as thy thought, 
Tbh’ Ingredients of thy Spells are brought, 
By which thy difmal Bus’nefs muft be wrought. 
Great Minifter of Fate, 
‘In this deep Cave yon fit in State, 
Famine and Peftilence about you waits 
At your dread Word they fly through every Land, 
Whilft their fierce undifcerning rage, 
Does pity neither Sex nor Age. 
Death is as blind as Love, at your command. 
Chorus. Each Plant and Herb have all their poyfon fent s 
On what new mifchief is your Magick bent ¢ 


Cir. Whil’ft on the Earth this JuiceI pour, [Tothe Magicians. 
And that the Priefts‘their folemn Anthem fing, 
Do you tread on this holy flour, ~ , 3 
Thofe myftick Figures, facred to th’ Infernal King. 
[ Magicians dance. 
A Prieft fings alone. 


Luto, arzfe! 


Fron thofe bleft fhades where Kings, and Lovers are, 
Where thofe no torment have from State and Care 5 
And thefe feel not the torment of Defpair. 

The Second Part of the Dance. 


Luto, arife! | 
From thy bleft Kingdom of Equality, 
Where Birth, Wealth, Beauty have no tyranny, 
Where all Mankind are fellow-flaves to thee. 
3 " C Scene 
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Scene Fifth... 


The Earth opens; Plato aries in a Chariot drawn by Black Horfer 


Circe, Pluto, Priefts, Spirits. 


Love from tke 


Plt. Why do you call me ftom Eternal night >? 
Unwilling to the world’s-m6re. guilty: might? 

Cir. 1 do conjure thee, by her con 
Which even had pow’r.to make a God their 
Pity thofe Lovers, who indure;more pain, 
Phan all the’Damn-d thy. Empire «docs contain, 
Vouchfafe in Fates myftertous, Books to read, 
What for my Son and Hufband is decreed, 

Plu. “(ts dettin'd by a pow'r which Gods obey, 
Phat both thould meet a cruel fate this day. . 

Cir, Each word has been a thoufand deaths to.me, 
Ah take my Soul to the. dark Shades with thee! 

Pix. Great Circe weep no more, Love fhakes his 
The lawful. terrour of each noble heart, 
And cries aloud,. what Deity can dare, | 
Profcribe thofe flaves who my bleftfettérs wear > 
Tle punith al, by;fatal Stix he fwears 3 pers iar 
oke.with Frowns, but more with Tears.: 
The Gods like féaiful Senates, all debate, - 
And their harfh Sentence fri 

_ Cir. Juft Heaven ! 


qu ring-Byes 
prize, 


ve to. moderate. 


Gods.at laft obtain’d,, 
That by one means their fafety may be gain’d-~ 
This day two Noble Youths fromm Argos come, 
Who travel hither by Apolfo’s doom. 

Let one, according to. your Empires law, 

Be offer'd to Diava Tauriea. ‘: 

If one of thefe,a Sacrifice be, made, >. 
They may the Sentence of the Gods evade. 
Whom your fair PrieftefS choofes,) let. him, fall 
A bloody Victim to attone forall. 

F can no more indure this hated light, 
Keltore me to. the peacctul arms.of nights 
































Ske maves her Wand, 
and he defcends. 


Cir. This tothe King ‘and to my Son tas "(To the Priefts. 
Do you th’arrival oftthefe Strangers wait, ~ ETo the Spirits. 
And fo contrive that by fome pow’rful Charms, 

They be deprivd of all defenfive arms. ~~ Ex. Priefis 
With anger and revenge I’ve play'd too long, : ere Spirits. 
Now it is time that: brefent my ‘wrong. 

Perfidious King, Ihave ‘refolv’d thy Fate, 

Thy Iphigenia too fhall fhare my hate. 

Sullen and dark the Planets all appear! 

As if fome difmal Fate were hatching there, 

Some mighty illcis-threatned to us all, 

Witnefs you Gods !: bdo not fear'to fall Hs 

But le not die alone: At Death Pde fmile, yy HF 
were all the world to be my Funeral Pile. mE Peis 





Aer, 


Scene the, Grecian Fleet. 


Oreftes, Pylades. 


7 EHS is that happy place, my gencrous Friend ; 

4 Where ’tis declar’d my Miferies fhall end; 

Thofe miferies which had batter’d down this Fort, 

But that their fhock you help me to hina 

I do, inour harmonious friendthip, find 

Mufick to charm the frerizie of my Mind. 
Py, Welefs is all my’ ftiendly ‘art _and care, 

What I would healis fefter’d by defpair; — 

Within your felfa folemn’ Court you call, 

And at each hour by ‘your own Sentence fall 

-Condemning an unhappy Paricide, 

Whom all the world woult’-have abtolv’ d befides" 

No more in thefé dark Clouds of grief appear?) 
Orft. *Tis, Pylades, ‘the thape ‘which Guilt fhiowtd wear. 

A Mothers name fhould have had “power to Charme * 

With facred Reverence my guilty Arm: 

Ah! though the did my Royal Father kil, 


And ftain his Bed, fhe-was my" ‘Mother’ fill, Ory @ e314 
Cs 22. <*> Efhould 
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C HEC BH. 
U {hould shave left her.to the Pow’rs. Divine; - 
Juftice was Heaven’s Prerogative, not mine, 

Py. Heav'ns diftant power ill men but little fear, 

Who muft be kept in awe by what is near; ‘Yohe 
They impudently fin, becaufe they know 

The Good to Heav’ns flow Court. of Juftice go, 

And Judgments are fo long in coming thence, 

That guilt may. Weary praying Innocence: 

Think not the Gods, like lazy Monarchs, give 

To their bold Subjects their Prerogative ; 

Heav'n, had it thought that great revenge its duc,. 

Would ne’re have let: it, been,ufurp’d by you; 

Oreft. This Region is-that famous Temples feat;. | 
Where men with humane blood their GoddefS treat. 
To end my griefsitis, perhaps, decreed a 
Fhat on Diana's Altar I fhould bleed: 
My Pylades! this difmal- place forfake ; i 
You may perhaps the Second Vidtim make:. | 
Ah flie ! this-morning Sacrifice declares 
That Scythia’s bloody Zeal no Stranger. {pares, 

Py. Ah my dear friend! | 

Oreft.- What does: your forrow mean > 

Py. Would'I had ne’re.the fatal. Temple feen, 
They had perform’d the holy. Rites before 
Your thoughtful fteps had reach’d the Temple Door: . 
A lovely Youth did at.the Altar bow,, 

Garlands, and manly Grace adorn’d his Brow; 
When a bright Virgin with a folemn pace, 

All drown‘d in tears approach’d the holy place. 
How beautious was her Grief! the dref§ fhe wore: 
Declar'd that fhe the bloody office bore 3. 

She took the crooked Knife, and gave the wound 5. 
The murder’d Victim panted on the ground. 

Whilft I did-fomething in my Bofom-feel, 

That: wounded:deeper than the facred Steel. 

Oreft.. Defend your Heart, that mutt not bea Prize’: 

Toany, but your Iphigenia’s Eyes... 

The Oracle at Delphos did declare, 

I'fhould' recover «that loft Sifter here; ; 

Heav'n has pronounc’d that fhe muft be-your Bride,. 
Fate. has the facred. Knot already -ty’d. 

























LPylades fighss.. 
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Py. No, no, my heart is from-my Bofom flown, | 
And I am falfe to you and friendfhip grown. . 
OurEyes at laft, to perfect my defeat, 
With trembling pleafure, and confufion meet. 
Her lovely palenefs hafty blufhes dy’d, 
And fhe with hafte thofe blufhes {trove to hide: 
But fuddain grief benighted foon her Eyes; 
I trembled to behold the Tempeft rife. 
She wept, and pointed to the Temple Door, 
She fhew’d her hands all ftain’d with humane Gore, . 
As if fhe meant I fhou!d that Temple flie, 
At whofe fad Altar wretched Strangers die. 
Oreft. I that laft action faw, and did advance - 
To wake your (enfés from fo deep a Trance. 
~ Tfaw the Prieftefs,. and her fatal view, 
Did Clytemueftra to my mind renew, - 
Idid, with wonder, in her lovely. Face 
The well known features of my Mother traces — 
I then refleGted on my former guilt, . 
And on the Blood my impious rage had {pilt. ° | 
Py. In peace your Motherin her Urn doesreft, . Aborrid Mus - 
Let not-her memory difturb your Brealt - fick inthe Ait. - 
Sung by Furies. 
Te Fs 
i tie impious Breaft, you Furies fill - 
With all that Hell of horror :does contain. 3 
Gnaw, Gnaw his Heart, you Scorpions ‘fell 
But from bimfelf he: feels the fharpeft pain.” 
But from himfelf he feels the fharpeft pain. 
| IT. 


For any other humane Crime, ~ 
Tears and Repentance may Oblations be, 

But nothing fhall atone for bint. - 
The damet'd may fooner pardon find than hes. 
‘The damn’d-may fooner pardon find than he.» 


Oreff Hark Pylades! me every Fiend of Hell. 
With my black Paricide reproaches frills. . | 5; 
| C3. Sée= 
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4 CIR & 
See the Adulterer fitgiftbas, there, .." 
And my unhappy Mether's formsappear. 
Pyl. I fear his mind, inflam’d'by active Thought, 
Is to its former Rageand Fever wrought. 
Or eft. Oh can there be tio,expiation made ? 
What have I ofiersd to, appeafe thy fhade ? 
Mother ! and piteous, Heaven! forget my crime, 
Or youle more crue] than Oreffes feem: 
Tie up your Scorpions you Exmenides | 
een I'le with Bice of pregnant Ewes appeafe. 
Pyl. Youentertain your felf with thapelefs Air, 
Nov! have you any guilt but this Defpair. 
Oref. Bankrupt is: man, ‘unle&S kind Heav’n will take 
Repentance, all the payment we can make. (The Heav’ns open, Iris 
appears on the Rain- 


SONG.. . Chow, and fings. 
f 


( sEafe valiant oe ro! ceafe to grieves 
The Gods thy Prayrs, and Penitence receives 


Lou cannot fin fo fap as they forgive. 


All the Pi of Hell ave. vain, 
O're that, and grief, you fhall the conqueft gain, 
A Par don your unwilling Cri iuees obtain. 
HII. - 
You Spirits neade of Air refih'd, 
With pleating objets cheer his clonded nina 
No} sags leave of former guilt behind. 


A Dance of the Winds. 


Oref; My thoughts are become.calm, and quiet. now 5 


As farft they weree'rel to guiltedid bow. 


Pyl. Try by foft flambers'to delude your care. 


What pleafantfounds.dre thefe which ble( the air? i pleafant 
They {weeter to my ravith’t Senfe appear, 
Than yielding Whitperst to a Lovers ear, 


he tii 


Oreftes 





~ Oreftes and.Pylades feat them {elves on a Rock s'§ yrens 
| rife out of the Sea ‘and fing. 


SONG. 


A H how happy are we ! 
Who frou bus'ne(s, that graver folly, are frees 
Let us Love, though the fober fhould blame us. 
A curfeon the Wife, | 
They need not advife, 
Age makes too much hafte to reclaim us. 
BE CIES 
Let us carelefly move 
In the riots of Wit, and follies of Love, 
Our age does to pleafure invite us3 
But when we are old 
And our Blood growes cold, 
Not Ari nor Fifteen can incite us. 


[Syrens defcend, and leave thens afleep as inchanted:. 
cene Second...’ 


Enter Circe, Spirits appear. « 

Cir. You have outdone my with, but to your care: 
One thing remains, then youvare free as Air. 7 . 
The King grows wicked, and does now. begin. | 
But faintly to refift th’ invading fin.. ro yeti (i 
Affift his tottering Vertue to o rethrow, 

He muft with greater hafte be wicked now: 

Bait your temptations with all cunning Arts, — 
Which Luft infinuates when it poyfons Heaits,, - 
Our Prieftefs he muft ravifhy; that black crime 
Serves my defigns to ruine her and him. 

One ftain’d with Luft, my Son muft needs defpife,, 
Then he may yield to fair Oftada’s Eyes. 

Spr. Such poyfon to-his Vertue fhall be given, 
That it fhall ev'm be paft the Cure of Heaven. 
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Both in their gayeft Robes 
.He’s manly, as the Worlds firft Hero’s were, 
-E’re Nature was debauch’d by vice or:cares 


——— 


Cir. Diana! We have now thy Victim here, f Zooking on the 
How goodly and Majeftick they appear ! Strangers. 
Two Godheads in that Face their Revels keep, 

The God of Love, and peaceful God of Sleep. 





His Eyes fhut up, a kindly Spring appear, 
Foretelling pleafures in the opening year : 

Oh how I burn’! he muft have conquering eyes, 
Who in neglectful fleep can thus furprize. 

‘Ye Gods! If in this warlike fhape I find 

A daring courage, and an attive mind, ' 

One that had rather Mighty be than Juft, 

He may fupply my Anger, and my Luft. 

I'm of my Pageant Monarch weary. grown 5 

He fils my Bed as idly as the Throne. 


Scene Third. 


Enter Thoas, Iphigenia, Guards, who bind and difarm the Strangers 
My deareft Lord,behold the Strangers here [Seeing the King. 
Inchanted lie, and we no more fhall fear. 
It {eems that they unféen amongft the crowd 
This day, with us, to great Diana bow’d: 
Since, from the Temple-they are hither brought, 
And in the.Fetters of my Magick caught. 
Iph. As I this day the holy Rites perform’d, 
A Youth with ftrange fuccefs my bof{om ftorm’d, 
His Image bufie in my Heart I feel: 
Guard him, you Angels, from their cruel zeal « 

Tho. Thefe Strangers, like dark clouds hang o’re our Fate, 
Which to be fafe we now mutt diflipate. 
Circe, we mutt refolve that one of thee 
Shall by his fall the angry Gods appeafe, | 

Ipb.Vle {ee no more,let Death benight my Eys; [Seeing Pyl.bound. 
There, there, the Noble Youth inehanted lies : 
Why would he in this fatal Country ftay ? 
My tears and fighs did bid him hafte away. 


Wake ! wake! unhappy Strangers ! who are loft 


On this unhofpitable cruel Coaft. You 
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You muft no more your freedom hope to, haye, 
Than they who are Deaths prifoners in the Grave, 
Stillone of thofe; who touch our barbarous fhore, 
We offer to the Goddefs we adore. 

Oref. Surpris'd and bound ; come to the Altar lead, 
You do but what Heavens juftice has decreed. 

Tho. Vm fored by Cuftom, that unwritten Law, 
By which the People keep, even Kings in awe,» 
To give this doom, for which'you calmly wait; 

To dy’s the eafieft action of the Great, 

P;l. Thy Scepter Prince extends not to this. place, 

The fhore 1scommon to.all humane Race. 
We're Princes too above all Laws, but thofe 
Which Heav’n, and Nature's filent Pow’rs impofé. | : 

Tho. Tis by her Laws you are my Captives now, ‘ores et 
For Natures Laws do all to force allow.» 

Cir. Kings muft.not argue what is right or wrong3. 
Such little Scruples to the Gown belong. - il 

Tho. This beauteous. Maid is Miftrefs of your Fate, ca'y 
From her fair Mouth each muft his Sentence wait, £959 
One for the Sacrifice fhe muft. decree 5 
The Rites perform’d, we fet the other fiee, 

Pyl. If Deathdoes in fo fair'a form appear, » 

No Mortal fure can its approaches fear. | 

I thought that Death could only beauteous fhew | rs 
In active Battails, in its Scarlet hue. : ' 
With eager toiles Toft have fought it there, | 
But find it glorious now to beg it here, 

Ipb. Sir, can you die? docs nos even.Vertue dread 
To reach the doubtful Manfions of the Dead ?.. « 

Pl. Danger and Death in Camps Llearn’d to,eourt, 

In Camps, where Death’s rough bus nefs 1s a {port, . 
Save my brave Friend;,me.-for the Victim take, 
Whom growing worthidges not fo ufeful make, . 

Iph, Butwhil'{t-you plead forhim, Lbluth, to fay, 
Your Vertue leads my'choice another way ; a 
With more fuccefs you for your felf mightfue, 
Since my own Heart wouldjoyn to plead for you. 

Pyl. That trifle, Life, I {toop, not to defire, 


Th ambition of my Pray’ss. will mount up higher, 
ae ere Iph. 
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Ipb Ask, ask apace, fo falt'T lavith: all, 
I hall have nothing ‘to be liberal. 
Cir. No, no, let them-the firft advances make, [Looking on Orel 
And give kind looks whom Love and Youth forfake. 
If I {peak firft, may Iybecome the (port 
Of all, and like ftale Beauties: of the. -Court- 
Be fore’ d unwilling.Lovers to invite; i 
Wooall young handf@me Men, and buy delight. 
Pyl.. Madam, I-beg that Fto "Death may ga, 
But T-woyld faine expire belov'd ofiyou;. ~ 
For, Indian-like, to the Shades below, 
Would with the ‘richeft of my Tieafures g0.. 
Iph. The Airy part of Blils-you humbly crave, 
When all its richeft fuibftance you may have. 
You may ask all, my heart docs give fo. faft, 
Efear “twill give it felf away attaft. 
Pyl. An, {peak agen, and ble my ravith’t Ears. 
db. I-blati:to own. 
That you are, here fo foon victorious grown 5: 
But Heav'n, racthoughts, bade me receive the Dart,. 
And,told, me ‘twas,aCrime,to guard*my Heart., 
When in the Temple you,to.day appear’d, 
You faw how kindly:T yout fafety fear'd, ' 
And bade you flie, but.you fhall never feel « 
The fad effects. of ' our tyrannick Zeal3.. 
Againft their rage I will your Lifé defend, 
And grieve I cannot {ave your Noble F riend. 
Pyl., Arm,arm your Eyes with all that Lovers feats... 
Let me fee Fiercenef, Scorn and’ Hatred there ; 
Love, and your Beauty, make Life emfofweet, > 
That I (hall fear Death's hor rid (ape 1 to meets. 
You’l make me fear him.even in the Field, 
Where he does lafting Fame and Lawrels yield. | : 
Cir. Beauty did firlt teach Mankind 6 obey, © | 
Whil'ft he that-foft ‘Inchanter did. farvey.. [Looking on Oreltis.. 7 
The Nets of Pow’r furpris’d the wond” ring. Prey. 
Sir, though by. Cuftem I am ¢ruel'grown) (To Oreftess., 
For you I fomethiay foft and tender ‘own. DCG Sotiie 
Brave Stranger !it would muchmy pity move, . 
Should all the hopes of you. abortiye prove; | 











And : 
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‘And perifh now, whil'ft yet they’rin Fates Womb, 9” 
aes ei vs ne jutt ripenefs come, 
“Oref; Madam, fhould [your pity need, ‘twould b 

If Rone Victim fhe refules ey ; be, 
Weary of ‘Life, Death’s fleep I long to’take, 

And ‘ball ‘be‘froward, whil’ft I'm kept awake. 

Cir, You with the Sweets af Youth contend'to die 
From which, even Age, would’on its‘crutches flie, ; 
Loyejonly Love has Charmes enow to keep 

The Soul ‘frem coveting that tedious fleep. 

‘Oref- Lave has been ftill a ftranger to my Brett; 

‘Glory and Arms have all my ‘thoughts pofleft ; 
Fame I have-courted as the.only good,, 

And waded ‘to her through vait Seas of Blood ; 
But ofthe World I now am weary grown, 
‘And ‘in Death's quiet Cell would lay me down, 

Tho. The bloody Queen does'in this Stranger find, {Obferving 
‘Something ‘that troubles her imperious mind. _ Circe. 
‘Of all its fiercenefs'the difarms her Face, 7 
‘She ‘languifhes, and foftens every Grate. 3 
Cir, They may the Pow’r of all the World defpife, [To Oreft. 
That bear about ’em fuch commanding Eyes. : 
All that have Hearts in your defence will move 
Under the‘conduct of victorious Love. 

I {peak too much, and fear my Eyes declare 
Much more : Heroick Youth, yeu need not fear: 
This tendernefs I mult with blufhes own; 

My very Heart is your Defender grown : 

And yau are fafe, unlefs the Scythzavs ‘dare 
Affault a Life their Queen defigns ta fpare. 


Enter Ithacus. 
Oh! I have talk’d, and look’daway my Heart:  [Afeds. 
His carelefs Graces vanquifh more than Art. | 
Ith. Princes be juft enough to think I gricve, 
That I can only fruitlefs pity give. | 
Though to this Crown Heav'n has united me, 
I’ve no alliance with its cruelty. | 
Tho. Hafte to the Temple, where the people wait, 
In greedy expectation of their Fate. | 
Vid I D2. Death's 
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Death’s folemn bus’neft; ‘they with pleaftire (cé, 
As if twere but a Pageant Tragedie, 
Cir..The fatal choice depends an the rough King, 
Whom I with Art muft to my Party bring. 
dpb. “Twere better Scythia did no Gedliead know, 
Than by its ignorance profane it fo) 0°" eo 
Me thinks Religion’s Sacted’Myftetiese Pe S07 Ctl 
Should never be exposd® but tu'the Wife... | | 
. : [Ex all but eiitd tha Thoas, 


Scene F ourch,. 


Circe: Thies: ee ee bi 
Cir. Some great Defign 1 labouring i in my mind, od 
Which is not to proportion-yet refin’d. 
One of thefe Strangers the bleft means thal] be, 
Lo make my Son regain hits Liberty. © 
Tho Effe& that. happy. Cure, that Scythia may, 
To your great Art, eternal homage pare” 
Circ, You hall knowallwhen that to formis brought, 
Which yet is indigefted in- my thought. 
Obferv'd you him, who: with athoughtful brow, 
Appear'd beneath fome heavy Fate tobow; 
His Eyes feem’d Sorrows high Majeftick Seat, 
Where it appears both terrible and great. BEIGE 
Tho. How fhe.defcribes him witha warm. delight! - [ Afide.. 
And inher thoughts, enjoyes him-in my. fight: 7PM A 
Cir. Your {trict.commands to Iphigenza'give, 
That fhe fhould let that Noble Stranger: tive, 
His Life will much to my Defigns conduce, 
She, for the Sacrifice; his Friend mutt. chufe.. 
Tho. Methinks a. fecret fympathy I find, 
‘By which.I’m rather to that Friend ili als 
His open mind is apter to receive’ |!" 
Any impreflion your Defigns would give. | 
Save him,. an unfufpeCting mind he bears, 
Th other untractable, and ‘rough appears. 
Cir. We like experienc’d States-men difagree, SLE © 
And each has Reafon for his Polidies) > OJ silshi .oGh 
Imany great and pow’rful Reafons have, > vboois pl 
‘To ‘chufe that Stranger I would have you fave. | Tho. 









Ps - FX i of ak 
Tho. You act by odd: and fectet means, like Heav'n, ° 
To which a blind obedience’ muft be given. : ¢ 
F will refignour Fortunes to your care, = | 
And Iphigenia for the choice prepare. y 
Cir. It willa height’ning to.my pleafuresbe, 


That my own Husband thould ptocute for me. : 
Now. let me haften to’ prepare the place, | 2° 2" oft 


Where I my beauteous Stranger muft embrace, 
~T hope he’s innocent, unprattie’d yet | 
In all the wicked and fall Arts of Wit 3,” 
Bafhfull and kind, I love to tame the Strong 3 
Mock the Experienc’d, and inftru@the Young. - | [Exit 


 Thoas alone | 
Tho. Yes \uftful Queen! my Pow’r fhall refcue hims 
By Heav'n I’m made the Panderto her crime. © 
How infolent.and. carelef@7 her -Prid@ gh) sh OO ee tw 8 20s 
She will not ftoop: her black Defigns to hide 5; i ln Hoings bah 
In al] her Crimes fhe would be fomething kind, °° ss 
id fhe, with care the jealous Husband blind. = 

In the Ele@tion, Iphigenza’shand = 
Obeys with humble Duty my command, i 
Stranger thou dieft; dt'is the fate of all, QMMIUP TAB 

Who in the Fetters of her Beauty fall). 0 (Exit. °. 


ied , 2 
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, Scene the fe emple-of Diana AAFC oy - 
Iphigenia, O mida. Mlodia f Oy 

7 Hat danger fhould not helplefs Vingins fear’ « 
'Y. From: Butt, whichis by- Pow’r proteéted heres” 
Your Father weary of all. Vertue grown, 9. 7 
Does now aloud his guilty paffion own." 4" 
The Tempeft of his Soul:does hou’rly rife 5 ¢ +- - 
He threatens Rapes and Murder. with his Eyes. — 
I am a wretched: Fhing without ‘defence,¢' 9 0 20 88 
And flie to you the Heavin of Innocence, - g @ ak 
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: YourArms are perfeeuted Vertues guard, - 


“Here I will ever weep3-my Honour fave 3 , [Embracing Offnide, 
Let meat leaft go fpotlefs ta the Grave, ok ; 


. Death quickly fhall benight thefe fatal Eyes, - 


1 





You'love th’ oppreft, and Chaftity reward, 


# 


Cle My deareft Jtbigenia da not weep, 
Under my ‘Wings So fhall fecurely fleep, 
Tha’ like your cenqu'ring Eyes your Vertue be, 
Unhappy Virgin! fatal {tillto me; 5 
Since they do both with {6 rich luftre thine, 
That they eclipfe the famter light of mine, 


»yogeene Second, 


: Bater Tthacus: 


' Approachmy: Tyrant! none: does love like mes 


A Rivals fall others with triumph {Ge 5, 
But I with tendernefs for mine,can fear,’ | 
And, againft all, in.her defence appear, - 
Againtt the eppreflion of my Father toe, 


Who would the ruine, of het Fame purfue. ee 


Iph. How peaceful was this place? how.calm youwere, °° 
“Till Iphigenia’s fad arrival here2. r 


Fh) unhappy Authors of yqur Miferies... 7a 
‘Ith. Rather than entertain his Love,expire; 

Tt were'a Crime your fafety to defire: % 

: In this long Journey I the way will lead 


_And trace you out the path which you mutt tread: 


A full reward for all my pains I have, _ 


Tf we'are at laft united in the Grave. 9. > 1 °° 


Oj. Ah cruel Lthacus! *twoul’d grieve me lef, 
‘Should you {uch kindnefs with your Eyes exprefS; 
Enough, one look, or glance, in Loye can pleads; ).:) ~ ae 
Too well, your-Heart fhein your Eyesimay read...) \¢ \ 
But whilit by words your paflion youdeclare, . vite 

You wound my Soul too deeply through my Ear, -. 

What Magick can you in her/Beauty fee, | | 
Rather to dye withherjthan live with me. on [dM eeping. 
__ Iph. He muft not die, but-here:a-Pris’ner. Ry bodosorw g ime | 
Till he a mighty debt. of. Love Agespayessl ocls i yo" 


CTR ES ee 
O/iz, Alas! his Heart muft ‘now a Bankrupt be) | 
For he has lavifh’t all that wealth on thee, | 
And nothing, nothing does remain for me. at | 
Diftrefs'd alike we all to Death will go: | r 
We fhall not in Death’s bleft Dominitons-know 
The cares.which mortal Lovers feel below: f 4 
Iph. Thy cruel Heart cannot fuch goodnefimeve = 
Go ! for a Pardon kneel! repent, and love, © > 
You Pow'rs! that cherifh Vertue, and prepare 
Thofé dreadful Thunders which the wicked fear ;- 
Can yowbe never weary to forgive ? 
Shall-this ungrateful Prince for ever live >’ 10 
Ofiz. Now I muft chide thy zeal that dares te move. 
In fo profane a rage againft my Love. | 
I can forgive him, let us charm our grief, 
And for our mifeéries.feek fome relief. 
With tender joy: the King will hear me {peak ; 
Fe thew him.the black crime without difsuife, | using 
_ Kings are but bad, becaufe:few-dare' advifé.. » [A wariial Mrfick 
Iph, We have new. griefs, the Martial.founds wehear,  .- 
Declare the fad'Proceflton to be near. —- | 
Ofm. But common blood had yet our Altar fed; 
Which was, like that-of Beafts, unpitied fhed 3. 
But thefe.brave Youths {eem rather Deities, | 
That might expect, not be a Sacrifice. tf 
Ipb. The fad elettion is already ‘made, tT 
Where I, the King ——— or rather Love obey'd. [Afide... 
‘The Priefts, the Captive: Serangers, and the King «> Q 
Into the Temples holieft part we bring.4« ~) 
‘made my choice, and‘bade the Pophe bind 
“hat Youth; whom-for.Vidtim I defign’d 5 
Ve {wore our Temples Laws fhould be fulfillid; 
nd the Great Victim at the Altar, kill’d: 
Of. But. did the Grecianswith firm Vertuewaits ©): 
‘he unjuft-{troke of their approaching Fate >». 
Ipb. All thatthe Strangers did was-great and brave; . 
‘ach begg’d to die,and would the other faye: , 
ty Sentence pafs'd juft'as-Ferown'd the Head 
of him who to the ‘Altar muft be lead.» > ‘gagaty bas 
‘Dold tremblings ceas’d me, and did ftop.my,breaths...1 y 
All appear’d gloomy, as the Shadeg of Death. . | And’ 
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With dreadful: words {eem'd to upbraid my choices _ 
My Fathers reverend Ghoft did then appear, 


It cry’d aloud, mourn Iphigenia, mourn ! 

Thou haft difturb’d my. Afhes in their Urne ; 

Unhappy, Maid! se art about a Deed, 

At which the Earth will groaa, and Nature bleed. 

This faid, the angry Form diflolv'd to Airs 

I fear our Stars fome difmal fate q prepare, _ " 
Ol I'le from this difmal Scene retire, and pray 

In fome clofe hae weeping.our fins ; aay. 


a i ete re | Steet, emi 


- Enter Circe. L3 


| Cir. Death, and cofuiieisl: 1 am, loft, bevay'dy 
|) For ever loft, where is this’ csuel: Maid? tes 


Enter fence Spirits, 


Perfidious Kingl my +p bert Spirits. appear: ah 
More than ten thoufand Helis my-anger fears». 
Weep Iphigenia |. ’tis a mighty. caufe,? . : 
That from thefe Eyes fuch Streams of Sorrow dtawes 
Ip}. Ab fpeak, what have I done, that I muft pay, 
So many Tears to wath the guilt away, 
Cir. Luft, Zeal, Ambition, never did. incline., 
The blackett Montter to a' Crime like thine.' 
Ah Iphigenia! what did guide thy. hand); 
To make that fatal. choice? the Kings command? 
- Tpb, In the election I the King obey'd, 
Cir, Cur onimy Folly; wejate both: waned dh. 5,51 


Who rang ‘d about the World himfelf to thon. d ol 

That Noble Relick of thy giorious Race, . 

Is by the Priefts conducted to'this place 5. 

Crown’d and prepar’d to die; conden: d Py thee, 
eiog. My Brother!: Bikewenyi) bl 


And in this Trance, me thoughts a Sacred Voyes, ; beta 


All {tain’d with Blood, whilftI diffoly’ ‘d with fear 5 5 a 


“i Know then, Oreffes, Agamemmon's Son, at? 
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Cir. The wretched Victim fee ; : 


The Scene opens to ike inward part of the Temple; Oreftes is dif- 
covered crown'd, a to the Sacrifice; with him Diana’s Priefte. 
bearing her Images, Pylades, Guards and Attendants. 


Weep till thy forrows drown the World and me. 
Iph. Arife! arife you vapours of the Night : 
Hide me: alas! I dread that fatal fight. 
Oref. My Iphigenia in thy breaft receive [ Embracing. 
That joyful Soul which will my bofome leave. 
Ipb. Dear Brother hafte! from Death and me efcape, 
Fly your ill Genius ina Sifters fhape. 
Oref: Ah let me now expire, fince Ihave feen 
Her for whofe fake I have a Stranger been 
ToGreece, and happy reft, methinks ’tis Sweet, 
Though we doe here in Death’s fad Region meet. 
Iph. Why did 1 beg of Heav’n to fe this hou’r > 
Oh ! that you had been fhipwrack’t on our fhore ; 
You have efcap’d the dangers of the Sea, 
It’s Rocks and ftormes, to perifh here by me. 
Oref- Weep not for me, for I deferve no tears; 
I have out-liv’d my vertue many years ; 
‘Tis time that I fhould dye: your forrow keep 
For thofe whofe fall ‘tis Piety to weep. 
Thank every God that in this diftant place 
You faw notthe misfortunes of our race 3 
In Death’s cold armes our Royal parents lye. 
Iph. Of this confusd reports did hither flye, 
Andto their facred fhadesa Tomb I made, 
Where the Oblations to the dead I pay’d. 
We mutt defiaud palt miferies to pay 
The tribute which we owe the prefent day : 
For my dead Parents I canweep no more, 
Brother, I muft my prefent lof. deplore. 
Oref. Do not the dying with fuch forrow treat, 
For fear the World believe that Life is fweet. 
Iph. Cities are form’d for Peace, and civil Rule; 
Nature in Deferts keeps a gentler School. 
No impious Beaft preys there on. his own kind: 
Tygers the Tygers {pare, my rage is blind, ~ - 
| E Al 
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All things but I her facred Laws obey 5 VNR Sk 
On my own blood my pansy rage does prey 5. 
My hand will foon’be arm’d again{t your life, 
Th’ officious Priefts prepare the fatal Knife. 
Oref: Let-them come on!’ but e’re to death I go, 
The Will of'dying Agamemnon know, at 
Behold that Prince, | : [ Pointing to Py\ades. 
Ipb. —— Still be thofe Eyes-acurft AME 
"Twas there, alas! my Virtu’s fhipwrack’t firft: | 
My better Geviws never ceas‘d to fue, 
A thoufand cther things did plead for you ; 
But from thofe Eyes Love fhot.a poyfon’d Dart, 
All that was gocd fled my infected heart 5 
Nature did plead no more, or Love was there. 
So loud, I could no.other Suppliant hear, 
Tlov'd your Friend. 
Oref. ——Bleft be the Pow'rs above, 
Bleft be your choice, and-ever bleft be Loves. fois 
Blind as he is, he did: moft wifely guide, hs 
Give me your hand,——receive your gentle Bride: { Firft to Iph. . 
Thefe Nuptials Agamemunon full dehgn’d, {then to.Py Be 
And that laft bus’nefs to my care injoyn’d.. — - ToS HE AS 
Iph. Ay me, you Gods ! 3 | ; 
Oref? —_—For ever happy. be, ' 
My Empire, Pylades, lleave to thee 5 
Bleft be thy. Councels, at thy Palace Gate. 
May Victory with all her Trophies wait. : 
Cir. Think notof Death, all Nature firft fhall die, 
And in her primitive confufion lie. 49 os OD 23 af) 











Scene Sixth; 
Enter Thoas. avd Ithacus.. 


Tho. You mutt not, Iphigenia,.weep, alone, 
I from.the Priefts have your fad {tory known 5... ~ 
Let us.unite out grief} unhappy Maid!’ 
By me and Heav:n to a black crime betray d. | 
Cir. You-cheaply to thefe Strangers pity give,” 
Whom you by folid bounties fhould relieve. 
My Lord, what led you to this dire miftake >. 
Is this, alas! the choice [bade you make ? 


CIRC E. 27 
' Tho. His fentence now is paft, and he mutt dye, 
That other Strangers may your ufe fupply. [ Pointing to Pyl. 
Cir. Alas, he cannot ! ne 
Tho. Gods dare you proclaim 
To me, and all the World your guilty flame. 
Thou lov’fthim Queen! This beauteous f{tranger muft 
Serve the important bus’nefs of thy luft. 
Cir. Old men who no ftrong proofs of Love can fhow, 
Fly to their laft referve, and jealous grow, : 
As lazy Monarchs, who the main neglect, 
Think they are wife enough if they fufpect: 
We from young Lovers Jealoufie may bear 5 
Thofe are but April ftorms, ‘twill foon be clear : 
But can we bear a tempeft from the old ? 
Whofe kindeft feafon.is too rough and cold. 
Recall thy Youth, and then prefume to be 
Jealous of fo Divine a Good as me. 
Iph. Ah, my dread Lord! though you deny relief, 
. Do not refufe this priviledge to grief. Goes to kyeel, 





Tho. *Tis Love’s, and my prerogative to fue, ¢ Thoas firives to 
Iph. Here I muft weep till I have melted yous ¢ take her np. 
But oh! methinks thofe Eyes do fiercely move, 
Not with the foft humility of Love : 
Stern Majefty fits like a Tyrant there, 
And threatens murder, ruin and defpair. | 
Cir. She needs muft vanquith, Love her Standard bears, 
And Beauty’s wondrous eloquent in tears. 
Ipb. You in revenge my Brother's fall decree, 
°Tis guilt enough to be ally'd to me: : 
My fatal pride, and my unjuft difdain, 
Which has beheld you figh fo long in vain, 
Deferves a thoufand tortures, let em come, 
Tle humbly onmy knees receive my doom; 
Yes, let me to thofe cruel Racks beled, 
Where dying Wretches envy all the dead; 
Where bloody Tyrants feaft their Tyrant death, 
Amongft thofe tormentsletme yield my breaths 
And if thofe pains too mild and gentle prove, 
Bring in the torment. of defpairing Love. 
Call Jealoufie, and all that Mortalsfear, 


- Jrvent a thoufand more, and fix em here, lee 
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33. OME ROME: 


But {pare my Brother. 
Tho. Ah, that pow’rI want! 
This is the only thing I cannot grant. 

ph. Nothing, ah! nothing his fierce heart can move 
How falfe is the Idolatry of Love? 

What adoration have you pay’d thefeé Eyes ? 2 
You calld ‘em Heav ns, and yet their tears defpife ; 
‘Lt doe conjure you by thefe tears, by all 

That wecan tender, brave, or virtuous call, 

By your dead Mothers Ghoft, fome mercy fhew. 

Tho. I muft be cruel ; Heavn’s ‘unerring voice 
Bade us this day be careful in our choice, 
Pronouncing a moft difmal fate to-all;. 

Unlefs that Victim at their Altar fall. 
Ith. Let’s {corn what e’re the Oracle did fay, 
We fhould no Diety, but Love obey. 
Cir. If he be fav’'d the Gods have all decreed [ Afde. 








That with the ret my deareft Son mutt bleed. 

But has a Rebel merited that name > ty 

Who. dares betray his glory and my fame? 

My Son!by Heav'n I will difown my blood, 

He does degenerate by being good : 

My high defignes his vertue does defeat ; 

The vertuous Coward never dares be great. 

But can a Mothers Eyes behold him dead ? 

He is my Son, and in my bofome bred. 

Bold Love, againft-thy Life a Mother arms, 

And bids. her fave that Grecian by her charms. 

Tho. Double the Guards about the TémpleGate, 
And bring the noble Stranger to his fate. 
Cir. Compaflion, what have I to do with thee?’- [: Afide. 

Trouble the foolith, and the good, not me. : 

Why do the Gods by halves let us be ill >- - 
Leaving fome goodnefs to affli us {tik + ae 

_ dph. Here Finvoke all that the world adores; | CKuneels. 
Ye Godsof Heav’n, and you Infernal Powers, ’ 
Thee, Sacred Image, and my Father’s fhade, 
Come and behold a poor afflicted Maid; 
Oppreft with crimes, fhe here devoutly bows, 
But {corn her Prayers, be‘deaf to all her vows, 





te 
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If fhe ask ought but death. 
Ore. Ah! Sifter, live, 
Donot the World of all that’s.good deprive ; 
Be Virtu’s Martyr, fhould the good, like thee, 
_ All covet Death, who would Examples be? 
Iph. The actions of the living never plead, 
We envy them, but {till retpect the Dead: 
le dye, and willa great Example fhow 
Of what the erring World to Nature owe: 
Yes, I will leave this World, where Innocence . 
Cannot be fafe, much lefs be a defence. . 
But what’s that lafting home we ftrive to reach, 
Which our Religious Guides fo darkly preach? - [ ToPyl.. 
Pyl. Heav’n 1s a place where all are fair like you, . 
All figh for Love, the Lovers.all are true: 
Tho. Go feek.a fhade dark as the Grave, and there 
Weep while this Tragick Pomp is acting here. [Guards farce away Iphy 
Oref- Renown and Arms farewel; come,Priefts draw-near, . 
Prepare the Sacred Knife: and fax-it here: .. 
Cir. Have youno merey, Sir > 
Tho. ~My anger fly, 
Dare but weep and both of you hall dye.: 
Cir. His Eyes muft be eclips‘d, his charming Eyes~ : 
Yes, my faint heart, thy Sacred Idol dyes. 
Love, thou can’‘{t make all Nature bold: but me, . 
What did the great Medea doe for thee? 
She loft her Father, young Abjjrtus flew, 
And with bokd Fajox from her Country flew. 
I love as ftrongly as Medea cou’d, 
And am as skilful inthe trade of bloods. . 
If any kindnefs of the Mother reft, 
It fhall be quickly banifht from my breaft: ° 
Let luft, and rage; humanity fucceed, 
Rather than thee all humane kind {hall bleed. °. 
Infpirers, and performers ofeach ill!» 
Infernal Pow’rs ! be ready to my will; - 
I will thelife of my Oreffes fave, 
Or bury him and Nature in one Grave... [Exit Circe... 











Oreftes 




































Orettes goes up the Altar with Pylades. 1 here is an entry of Priefts. 
8 gavin ppg lie> Lio angi 
By the Priefts. 
| I 


() ! Heav'nly Virgin ! from thy Starry Throne, 
M Look down on Scythia, thy moft holy Seat ! 
Our Arms, with Vidory, and Trophies, crown, 
Ts eafte to be Good, when we are Great. 
I I. 
"Tis Ne Mankind fhould at thy Altar bleed, 
W ho thy faeall. Empire, Chaftity, invade, 
Whatever happy Lover does ucceed, 
From chafte Diana's Province fteals a Maid. 
Song again. 
0 cheated Mortals! what has Life of {weet ¢ 
Whos contented with the prefent day, 
Our prefent joy isa vain hope we may, 
ta From the next hour, fome eafe and pleafure meet. 
bat | That Courtier, Life, does feed 
eh Poor Mortals with a hope they fhall fucceed. - 
| We will be wife,.and dye, prepare the facred Knife, 
Farewel! farewel! thou valued trifle,Life. 
| Chorus of Priefts. A Dance of 
‘Wound, wound the Vidtim, pierce his Sacred Breaft, 5 Combatants. 
And give his lab’ring Soul eternal rejt. 
Wound, wound, &c. [ lt Thunders. 


As they go to kill Oreftes, two Dragons rife out of the Earth, and 
bear bine away 3 Circe appears ina Chariot drawn by Dragons. 


Tho. This is the Queen, oh !let me reach her heart, 
E’re She delude our Anger by her art. 
How feeble is thy rage / Iam above 
All hurts, but thofe which I receive from Love. 
Tho. V'le find thee Sorcerefs, though thou flyft to Hell, 
Though you fhould both, with death and darknefs dwell. 
Cir. No Kings do ever at bold ills connive, | 
And what they dare not punifh they forgive. | 









‘CODPRC1B) 
T'le fly to my inchanted Palace, where 
Le lofe no blifs, for any thought of fear: 


© EE lyes aivay, 


Tho. You Gods revenge me, Clouds well bigyand break, 


Why does not Heav'n ini'ts loud Thunder {peak ? 
Meet her you Light’nings, in her Magick flight 5 
But Heav’n denies to do the injur’d right ; 

My {welling rage, in privacy V'le fhrowd, — 


And not un-King my felf-before the Crowd. [Bxennt omnes. 








Scene, Circe’s Inchanted Palace; with a beautiful Garden, 
in the middle is {een the Hill Parnaffius, ‘on which Or-- 
pkeus is ditcovered playing on his Lute, while Orefles. 
is fleeping on a Bed of Flowers, with Circe’s Women 


Sing by Circe’s Womens: 


finging about him...” 


f.. 
CS Lovers, figh! ’ | 
The:God of Love infpires® 


Kind gentle thoughts, and warmidelires, 


See lithe Winds blow, the Flowers move cs é o>. 


"Tis: Nature that does igh for Loves. « 


Thee | 
. Hark! hark! the Birds! © 
Alas, they donot fing . 


“'Tourelcomeinthe beanteous Spring, «0 


But in'their‘untanght Notes complains 
‘Of Love, our Oniver{al pains. 


Oref: The dreams of-Trophies, and-victorious Armes, 


Of future Fame,‘have not fuch' pleafing-charmes...... [Waking 


Why did you, Sacred Quire, the happy wake?" ° 
This gentle fleep let me for ever takes) 1000.) 


‘ ” . a a <3 = 
a pe eS a = . ’ os - 
? jor a — “e 2 oe 
ee ee, aie a = a ~ x ee 
- 2 

























a 


Ee 


Se ee 









































22 CIRCE, 


How wasI from the fatal Altar caught, ; 
And by what Magick was I hither brought?.. 
Thisis the Region of the Spring, and. here 

It forms the beauties of a: kindly year.5 

Sure I am dead, and thefe delicious things 

Are the divine rewards which Virtue brings: 
In the cool fhades of this eternal Grove 

‘The Hero refts: from all the paines of Love. 


Scenz Second. 


‘Enter Circe. 

Cir. The fweets of youth, and ever blooming Spring, 
The joys of Plenty, Peace and Health I bring ; 
For-Love, and all his foft delights prepare; 

Be kind as unexperienc'd°Virgifis:are. 
Oreft. Sure I have feen before that lovely Face, 
Bright fair! are you the Goddefs of this: place ? 
Or fome dead Lover doom’d to. wander -here, | 
For Deaths calm Manfion thefe frefh fhades appear. 
Cir. Tama Mortal by the: Pow’rs above, 
Plac’d here to teach the gentle arts of Love. 

Oreft. That Tyrant needs to chufe no: other Eyes, 
When he. would triumph o're the brave and: wi'e. 

She’s killing fair. 
Cir.——_————-Hero! I come to blame 
Thy wild ambition, and thy thirlt of fame; 
Nature did Youth for fofter things defign, 





-For love and ‘pleafures, and in Courts#to fhine. 


Your. Warlike Trumpetsftill fo loud have blown, 
‘The gentle voice of Love was heard by none. 
Fold up-your En igns, reft from toiles ‘of War 5 
Come {lumber in the bofome ofthe fair. 
Oref: But maftnot Youth afpire'to that renown, 
With whichthe War:does daring Valour crown ? 
Cir. Young Souldier! go, o're-run the World with War, 
Seek ev'ry place where Death and dangers are 3 
A brave Deftroyer you at laft return, : 
Whofe fatal courageimakes whole; Empires;mourh.« 
Oref’ What Sacred Pow'rsthis tendernefs infpire > 
Kind amorous thoughts damp all my Wailike fire. 



























Cir. Beauty ador’nd with all it’s arts to pleafe 
Little complaints, and tender jealoufies, | 
Prepares, Heroick Youth, delights for thee, 
~ Sweeter than Triumph after Victorie. — 
Oref. In what vain Mifts all the Ambitious move! 
There is not any Solid good, but Love. ~ 
Cir Can all the Laurels ofa bloody Field; 
Such pleafures as a {nowy bofome yield. | 
Behold a Melting faire with dying Eyes, 
_ Who fighs, and pants, whofe Breafts doe gently rife; 
With open armes,thatSpoyler, Love does meet, 
And bids him boldly rifle every {weet. [Extbracing Orefies | 


S O NE@ 
_ By Circe’s Women. 


ys Phaon ffrove the blifs to tafte, 
But Sappho ihe deny d, 
He firnggled long, the Youth at laft 
Lay panting by ber fide. 
; vn ne | 
Viele[shelay, Love world not wait 
Till they could both agree, 


They idly languifh't in debate, 
When they fhould adive be. 


C io 


Atlaft come ruin me (he: cry de 
And then there fella Tear , 
Tle in thy Breaft my blufhes hide, _ 
Doe all that Virgins fear... ~ 


I yetors 


Oh! that Age could, Lov es rites-perform 
© \-— We make old men obey, hie § 
They conrt ns tong, Youth does but fierm, 
And Plinder'and apa aa alata 
aa" Ving Wags aa Mot Oxefi 
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24. CIRCE. 
Osef. How faft I languith! and how foon I Joel... 5 
More {wiftly than Youths common;pace Lmove. »,.;.)...- 
Armies when they begin to difobey, |, bee 
And fearful grow, melt not {o faft away 
Before the Foe that pufhes onthe day . 
__ Cir. We fhould improve what does fa. litte laft,.... - 
We flow (alas) but late,.and ebb) too fat: | 


> ee 


ay 


i, 


ty 


Orpheus ings) , 
leeme my Lute, in thee: [ome eafe L fined, 


| | Euridicenis dead, / 
And totkat difmal Country fled 


Where allis fad, and gloomy, as wy mind. 


J. 2's: 
The world has nothing wortha Lovers care, 
None now by Rizers weep: | 
Verfe, and the Lute are both aflecps 


Al women now are falfe, and few are faire. 


. III. 
Thy Scepter, Zove, fhall ore’ the Aged. be 3 
Lay by thy ufelefs Darts, 
For all our Youth wil) guard thei? bedrtig\ > 5 
Aud Scorne thy fading Empire. tanghtby. tee. 
Beauty the Thracian Youth HO, 120¥€ foall U6VE, 
Now they fhall figh xo more, . 
But all ny noble Verfeadore, 
It has more graces than tke Queen.of Love. 


A foft Synzphony.’ 
The Heavens open, Cupid defcends upon Pernaflus, and fings. 
Cup. 7 YOw dull is all the: world! that none foould move, 
weg ee the, caufe of injur’d Love, 
The bad are fafe, Herun’s idle Thunder. teares 
Mountains, but the guilty pares. 


Mortal 
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Mortal our holy Altars then hall be ! 
Ever'thus profan'd by thee. 
Tf Poets beanties faithful Traine rebel, 
Vows, and incenje, all farwell. 
How can thy noble Art ungrateful prove, 
Fed by beauty and by Love ? 
Hark, hark! thefe Bells and Berecinthian Pipes declare 
That Thrace a Feaft to Bacchus does prepare 5 
The-raging Bacchanals his rites fulfil, 
They fhall revenge nee, and the Rebel hill. 


: [ Exter Bacchanals. 
Song by the Bacchawals. 


F Ill all tke Bowls with Sprightly Wine, 
And let the women drink. 
Men vifit now, are very fine 
Lalk much and never think. ate 
Sure thefe follies our fee might ‘claime as their due 
Since mankind incroaches 
Ox our fall Debanches, 
New manly delights let the women pur fue. 
This consfort poor euckolded Ladies did find, 
7 To drown in full Bowles, 
The cares of their Souls, 
When the husband is falfe and the Gallant unkind. 


Chorus. lz empty Beds we abfent Lovers mourn, 
There fits thevran that does our Empire {corn: 
Fe makes the Thracian Yourhde(pife 
Warm {welling Breafts and dyeing Fyes. 
_. Make ready oir Davis; and valiantly fling, 
Let him dye, to his groans? el dance and'w'el fing. 


Lhey fling their darts at Orpheus, who falls deadytkey dayce, : 
then the Mountain difappears. 00) Vo) 
Oref. Armes, and all warlike toile forgotten be,’ 
Thou foft inchanter, Love, Fle follow thee’s | 
Let my luxurious Eyes furvay each Grace, , 
Devour the lufcious beauties-of this face, [ Looking on her cg 
Fos i 


~ ae 





Hecannet.wound my bofome butin you, 
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Which warm my:blood more than. the Trunipets found 
And deeper far than Warts fierceEngins wound. 

Cir.. Officious Love fhall ftrew us Beds of Flowets, 
Oa which w’cl {port away our golden hourss, 
There let us {til with frefh defire purfue, 
Whatever Youth-performs, and Age would do; 
And when.we panting ly new breath to take. 


? 


-Mutick,, Love’s Trumpet, fhall our Courage wake. 


Ore: Behold the Birds vanquith’d. with fierce defire 
To unfrequented. {hades, in pairs retire: | 
See low. they melt, whilft Youth renews with hafte 
The Banquet, greedy Love, devoures.-fo fat : 

Shall we lefs eagerly to pleafures run 2 
Ah!'pity me, Our Eyes enough have done. 

Cir. But will you ftill be true 2 and caft away 
Thofe other Idols you did once obey ? 

Oref. You fhall my heart without a Rival hold, 
And IT will be more-conftant than. the old. | 

Cir. To fome dark Grotto let usithen repair, 
Love and my blufhes fear the open’ Air 


~ Seene Third. 
lt ‘Thunders. 
Enter a Spirit. 


Spir. Guard you-the.ever gentle God of Love 5. 
The King affifted by the pow'rs above,» | 
Aided by Vejia, has, diflolv’d your. charms, 
And ‘comes to force yeu from. your Lovers arms. 
Fiercer than Thunder. is his jealous. rage, 
Your life: alone his fury can aflwage. 
Fled are thofe Phantoms, which by your command, 
In.dreadfub thapes, did.atothe Entrance ftand. 
Ely, Czrce, fly ! nor 1s:your Palace now 
By Mifts and Clouds, conceal’d from humane view 3 
They all are vanifh’t; a diferder'd pace 
Will bring him foon to.this unguarded place. - 

Cir. In vainthe Tyrant does my life perfue, 














Oref: From your Sweet breaft all fence: of fear remove, 
Let naught inhabit there, but joy and Love. : 
This Sword I but for your protection wear, [Draws] 2% 
How weak whole Armies of the jealous are ? - 
Compar’d to Lovers when they beauty guard. 
Cir. This tendernefs alas! excufe in me 
I dare notlet you fight for victorie. rte. 
My Dear, withinthis fecret Covert ftay, Goes to put him in 


Till Lhave talk’d the Tyrants rage away. ¢a# Arbor. 





And fiom the Empir’es Helm in tempefts run: 


Oref. Love be no more the paflion of great minds, 


- Beauty does counfel Valour to retreat 5 


Should all the Univerfe my fall con{pire, _ 
I might be vanquifht, but could n’ere retire 

Cir. Utelefs, alas, will all your courage prove, 
Flie! I conjure you by the charms of Love ; 


_ The King approaches, can you difobey ? 
Spirits afcend! and force him. then away ! 


Spirits appear, who-force Oreltes into the Arbor. 
From banefull Weeds gather the falling Dew; [To the opirits. 
My charmes are finifht which I mutt renew. | 
Circe, this day for mighty ills prepare, | 
Be bold as man, cruel as Women are.. 


Scene Fourth. 
Enter Thoas, bis:Sword. drawn, Guards. 


Tho. Where have you plac'd this Lover by your charms? 
Or is he quite diffolv'd within your Arms’? | 
Tremble, your fate is written in my brow, 
And Hell refufes to protect you now = 
Prepare a Thoufand torments to.receive, 
More Hells than jealoufy, or. contcience give. 
Cir, Kill me, if you grow weary of the Throne 
Or, like a deity, can rule alone; | 


- Who but the mighty C7ree can oppofe 


A rapid torrent of invading Foes ? 
Your Coward States-men do all danger {hun, 
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Their councels Senatcs too {6 long protrac&, 
The young and valiant have no time to a; 
Steady in Councels Talone can be, 

Am guick to a&t, but quicker to forefee ; 


Kill the Proted’refs of your Life and State; 


I fear not, and, perhaps, deferve my Fate. 


‘Tho. 1 mutt this Victim to my honour ‘make, 
‘Though I my Throne, and all the Empire thake. 
Cir. But will the Senate your revenge allow? 
To thofe advifing Tyrants you mutt bow. 
They, like the crowd, are manag’d by the wife ; 


Back’d with their Factions, I thy rage defpife. 


Tho. I have no rage, your Eyes.about ’em bear 


‘Such pow’ifull Guards, you heed no danger feat. - 





Your Crimes 
Would weary a forgiving God, but you 

Can all my anger with a look fubdue. 

Now you my weaknefs, and your Empire know, 

Brave all my rage, and {till more guilty grew. 

Injure your King, but not what.we adore, 

Oreftes to the Sacrifice reftore. : 

Cir. Thofe feivileFlatterers who to Thrones refort, 
To catch at empty bounties of a Court, 

Are lefs the Slaves to intereft and Gain, 
Fawn, and diffemble lefs than you who reign. 
Leave to your guilty Minifters of State, 

That fervile cunning to difiemble hates; 

As boldly asa God revenge purfue, 

In that revenge be as impartial too. 

Tho. No, no, falfe Queen, Lown your Eyeshavecharms. 
That foften all my rage, andblunt its Arms, =~ 
Though than the Wind you more unconttant are, 
Though you'r unkind, and falfe, you {till are fair. 

Cir.How weak your paffion is? how rath yourfears? 
My Lord, I anvnot falfe, believe thefe Tears. 1 
I can, (though you are’Criminal }. appear, 

Spotlefs as firft created Angels were... 
I {aw you did to Iphigenia give 
The Tribute which my Beauty thould receive, 


And 
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And then would punifl you by Jealoufie, 
For all the Tempefts yow had rais‘'d m me; 
And did preferve the Grecian Prince by Charms, ° 
Not to have Him, but You within my Arms, 

Tko. We think it merit blindly to believe 
Thofe pious faifhoods we fiom Prieft receive. : 
Faith is Religions happy Lethargy, ~ 
The doubting Wife we brand: with Herefie; 
Husbands fhould more than the Religious ftrive, . 
Blindly to truft, and blindly to believe. 

Be falfe till you have weary’d Humane kind, 
lle think you true, and ftilhbe fafely blind. 

Cir. If you an humble fufferer are grown, . 
I ‘all my Love and Innocence difown. 

The impotent and jealous} prefer — 

To the infipid Husband that can bear's 
That blood injurious to your honour {pill , 
If you believe her falfe, your Circe kill 5 
But witnefs chafter Pow'rs! Iam not fo, 

I could not bad by your example grow. . 

Tho. How blindly we believe when Beauty pleads, 
Which to its {nares the rough:and cautious leads. 
To his juft Fate the Greciaw Prince reftore 3 . 
You fhall be true, for [lefufpe@ no more.. 

Cir, My Lord, I will, and:the:next rifing Sun » 
Shall fee that Sacrifice of horror done: 

Oh Sacred Bow’r ! unfold thy leafie Arms, 
And be no more:protected by my Charms: «. 


The: Bower opens, Oreltes comes ont, whois 
jeiz'a by the Guards. 


Tho. Go lead the guilty Traytor to hisFate, [To the Guards.» 
But ere you give the blow my fignal-wait; [ Orett. 7s led: ont. *- 
Empire has taught me many Arts, bue you: 

Have polifh’t what the Throne but roughly drew; 
Falfer than Cowards when for life they fue. 
I'm falfe as Beauties frares, as fal as you. 
Where is: your boafted Art whom f{imilesdeceive> ~ 
The wifé and guilty never fhould believe. 

| Frou © 
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From Love, at leaft, you might have learn’t the art 
To have preferv'd that Idol of your Heart; 
Under the Wings of Love he fafely lay, 
Revel'dall night, and {ported all the day, 
But-now lyes naked to each {ftormy Wind, 
Of which Ten Thoufand wrack the jealous mind. 
Cir, This noble jealoufie for ever fhow, } 
It {tirrs Love's dying Embers till they glow; ©: 
Love would without it dull, and lazy grow, | 
As Churches, whom no Hereticks oppofe, 
Ruft into ignorance for want of Foes. 
The Region of your Bofome pleafes me, 
Though rough,and {tormy, like the North it be. | 
Tho. Damn your falfe {miles } Fle from their poifon flye; 
Under thofe Flow’rs, Adders and'Scorpions lie. 
What kindnefs in my Bofomecan there be, 
For fuch an open Proftitute as Thee? 
Cir. Alas! you men are artful to deceive : 
And our week fex 1s eafie to believe 
The inftruments of your tyrannick Pow’r, 
Poflefs him now, what would your fury more ? 
Tho. His blood, his blood ! trrumph my F ury! now, 
Exalt with joy thy_bold victorious brow ; 
And, by the Gods! he fhalk not fall alone, 
You fhall for all your mighty ills atone. — 
Death does not deal with more of humane kind, 
You kifs’ and breath no more thrn evr’y Wind. 
Your Charms and Perfons lay whole Kingdoms watte, 
New Autumn Plagues do not deftroy fo faft. 
Come every Ghoft! whofe-bloods for vengeance call, 
My murder’d Honour, {ce-thy Victim fall! 
Cir. Nay then ‘tis time to throw off all difguife, 
Thy pointlefs Rage, weak Monarch, I defpife. 
Know that I yet have Magick {pells,, which-you, 
With all the force of Heav. n,, fhall. ne’re unde. 
I faw thy arts, and.did. the Prince reftore,, 
To mock thy anger, and, torment thee more: 
Tho. Oh Infolence ! my Guards, whereare-your:flie:'! 
Bring back the Stranger, fhe fhall, fee him dye... LExennt: Guards. 


How 


* | 
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Cir. How like the Love of thy declining age ! 
How boafting ! but how feeble is thy rage? 
Prince without Pow’r! go languith in defpair, 
Ridden by all 
Thy Favourites, and impos‘d on by the fair, 
Brav'd by the guilty, all my Crimes I owne ; 7 ta 
He thall fucceed thee in my Bedjand Throne. = Luter Guards. 
Thou fhalt by Treafons fall. 3 wish Oréftes, 
Tho, Furies afcend's 
And to my rage your flames and Scorpions lend, 
Cir, Appear all my infernal Guards ! appear ! | : 
And let no mortal Pow’t invade us here. sft Thunders per’ 
Sptrits appear. 











lho. Die,die! Adulterer! to torments go, | 
See if thele Treafons you cana@ below, [Offers to kil Oreftes. 


SCENE Fifth. 


Luter Ithacus, who thru/ts him/elf before the ¢ Thunder and 
Kiug juft as be has reach'd Oreftes. Spirits. - 


fth. Hold, Thoas, hold! let not your Sword deftroy 
All that the World fhould covet ta enjoy. 
Mankind, and Heav’nthis Bofome mutt defend, 
Your Daughter’s Life does on his Fate depend : 
Divine O/mida is a Captive made 
To the fierce Greeks; and their revenge betray’d, 
They trac’d her to that folitude, where the 
Sought peaceful hou’rs, from noifeand greatne(s free 
Her Guards were few, and'thofe but flightly arm‘d, 
They yielded foon, and foonthe Town alarm’d: 
With all the Wingsof gratitude I flew, 
And from the Cittadel your Forces drew. 
But Oh too late, e’reI could reach the fhore ; 
The Royal Virgin to their Fleet they bore. 


SCENE Sixth. 
Yo them \phigenia and Pylades* 
ph. Heay'n does Force and Tyranny declare, 


Againft poor Virtue; making open War. . 
) G Die, 








Die, Princefs ! Or Ofmida’s death prevent... |... = eo, 
Brother ! Your Greciaws have a Herald fent , | | [7e-Ores. 
Who from his Bark, to the expecting Crowd iw sone 
"Thefe words of horror did pronounce aloud : 
Know cruel Scythians, if our Prince muft bleed, 
A black Revenge the Grecians have decreed. 
To ourfad Country we at leaft. will boaft,. 
To have appeas d her murder’d Hero’s Ghoft. 
This faid, he haftily forfook the fhore : 
The Princefs all with filent grief deplore. 
Ores. Havel not taught that Love is our reward; 
And. that all Warriours are but Beauties Guard: 
Go chide their impious rage, and bid’em be 
Careful of their renown,, and not of me: 
Bid ‘em the Princefs to this place convey, 
But at her feet firft weep their crime away. 


SCENE Seventh. 
Lothem a Priefte 


Prieft. Thoas ! your Daughter will not fall alone, 
The rapid Storm threatens your Lifeand Throne. 
Hafte! hafte! the Grecian Captives to reftore ; 
Their Warlike Troops cover our frighted fhore ; 
The Crowd, to whom ‘long Pow’r does hateful grow ; 
Fly your foft Yoak, revolting to the Foe. EShouts of Soldiers. 
Ah fave your felf!: hither the torrent flowes, | 
O'rethrowing all, and gathering as it goes. 


Lhe King fianas fit in a Melancholy Pofture: 


Cir, Hah! motionlefs, as Death:! as filenttoo!. ~ 
Rouze thy faint Spirits, th” Enemie’s in view.. 
See ! acold fear fits trembling in his Eyes, 
You’r brave in peace, and after danger wile, 
Stout againft Innocence. Your anger fhow. 


Th its moft dreadful thape before the Foe: 


Dead, déad with fear, come, humbly creep to me; 
Pmuft the Guardiarrof your Empire be. 
7ho: Letme be wafted-to that. happy Shore; .. § p* | 
Where cares for Empire, vex.themind no mores, +f <905 fio? 
“et | : Noe- © 
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Noifelefs, as Planets, there we move in peace, : 
The pains of wounded Honour there thall ceafe. 
In {torms of Jealoufie we aré not toft, 
No Empire there, no Daughter can be loft. 
Zth, Heneeds muft fink beneath this mighty weight « 


Pity aKing at the laft Ebb of Fate. [ Zo Circe. 
Swiitly my Tears, as his Misfortunes, flow, 
Some-grief ro-Tyrants, in diftrefs weowe ; [Weeps. 


Apply foft cures to his afflicted mind . 
Gentler than Heav’ns, let him your anger find. 
Prieft, Unlefs the Gods a Kingdom do unite, 
In vain the wife confult, and valiant fight. | 
While thefe fad difcords do her Entrails tear, 
A Forein Yoke poor Scythia needs muft bear, 
4th. Madam, Will you behold your Countrey fall 2 
To you, our Gods, and we, for fuccour call, 
Our Gods, and us, the Grecians Captive make 5 
Rath and luxurious Princes cannot fhake 
A Throne fo much, but you can fix it ftrait , 
Forgive the King, pity the finking State. 
Cér, [am your Heav’n when you your fafety doubt; 
And your affli@ions make you all devout. 
His Freedom, let the Grecian Prince receive, 
The reft to Fate, and my wife condué leave. 
ho. Curfe on thy Arts! and doubly curs’d he be, 
Who firft debas’d the World to Policie ; 
Revenge, the Gods do not the Beafts deny, 
Tigers, and Wolves, are greater Kingsthan *. 
Go to his Gracians, let the Prince beled, 
I will go find fome eafe among the dead. [ 2xit Thoas, 


SCENE Eighth. 
Guards go to lead off Oreftes, Circe ffops him, 


Cir. My Dear, I muft accufe your guilty hafte, 
Love to enjoyment does not fly fo faft. - 
No Sigh, no Tear, not any tender word, 
Not one kind look at parting you afford. | 
Ores. I dare not look, fuch weaknelfs I betray, 
At every killing glance I melt away: 
. G2 Ill. 
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~ U-natur’d Wildom proudly fitsabove,. 


And cenfures all the tendernels of, Love... qevENe 
In fecret I can weep and figh aloud,. i> 
And be of all Love’s little follies proud), ( 
But would not thew my weakne(s tothe Crowd. § 
Cir. The cenfures of, the Envious World defpife, 


It 1s beneatha Lover.to. be wile... 


Ores. Let us-our felyesin fome vaft Defart hide, - 


"Where Love fhall triumps over all my Pride. 


There le chaftife each glorious manly thought, 

Naked, and bound they thall to Love be brought. 
Cér.. No, in that Defart [ alone muft mourn. 

For you.are going, and will nerereturn. 

To. the embraces of fome other fly, 

Inever.will complain, but gently dy. 
Ores:.HereI can ftay and at your feet expire, 

But my fierce Souldiers carry Sword and fre. 

To.all your Cities, by their fury lead, 

And Defolation through your Empire f{pread. 
Gir. Gocalm their rage 

There's an ill bodeing Omen in my Tears, 

Love hasa Thouland vain and idle fears. 

Like little States-men ever-troublefome, 

Uneafie,and fufpeéting all to come. 

When you your Shipsand Warlike Grecians fee,. 

Alas, you will no more remember me.. 

Oh hear not Fame nor your Ambition plead, 

Perhaps they would again your Youth miflead.. 

You are Love’s Convert now, and muft be goods, 

Tatte foft delights, and thirftno more for blood. 
Ores. Vle reft from War, but fometimes we muft fight 

To purchafe cafe, andto fecure delight ; 





[Weeps. 


A flying Camp muft hover ftill, about 


Where Lovers dwell,.to keep the jealous out.. 
When Nature is wound up, - 
Expecting Blifs none fhould her hopes deftroy, 
Fierce torments follow interrupted Joy. 
Cirs Fear not the Jealous, you will be fecure. 
From joreee Foes, if.all at home be fure. 
Be you but faithful ftill, and truft my cares. | 
L will. an undifturb'd retreat prepare. Of 
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OF purer Clouds Lovérthallia Palace build, 
W hich the bright Sumwith Morning Beams fhall guild 
About it Groves, where Nature fhall be feen ° 
Still charg’d-with Sweets, and ever dreft in Green 5 “ 
There we le tafte filent Joys and calm delight. [Shomting within. 
Ores. Farewel, alas I muft no longer ftay, 
The Tyrant bus'nefs haftensmeaway [Circe weeps... 
Who linger ftill behind, ah-do not mourn, q 
V'le take the Wings of Love and ftrait return. 
Cir. Alas you will not.: 
Ores. By thofe Eyes I will.’ ; ; 
Cir. A Thoufand tender fears affli@ me frill; 
Ruine and Death the fullen Starrs foretell, _ 
And this appears to be a laft farwell. 
_ Your Greeks will force you. from the Scythian Shore, _ 
And I fhall never, never fee you more. 
But fear no ftorms, for though you proveunkind, 7. . 
And leave fad meto languith here behind, ¢ 
l'le court the Seas, and flatter ev’ry Wind. 
To the Sea Gods I will devoutly pray; 
That to fafe Ports they may your Fleet convay - 
To flowry Coafts, where you thall happy be, 
Unlefs fometimes you figh andmourn forme. [Zxeunt feverally. - 





ACT Fifth.- 
SCENE, ‘Some-publick Place of the Che 
Cirees Four Maids, 


1 Maid, "Pe He Moon and Stars give but a fickly light. -. 
2 Ma, Birds of ill Omen hither make their flight: _ 
3 Ma. Much blood the fiery Queen defigns.to thed.. . 

4. Ma. Oreftes from her luftful arms is fled.‘ 

1 Ma. Her bright allurements did his Youth betray. . 

2 Méa, Carelefs in her inchanted Groves he lay. 

3 Ma, Fromthence his Grectans did their Leaders force. . 
4 Ma, And now they all to “gos fteer their Courfe. . 


1 Ma, 
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1 Ma. She with the Ocean and the Winds does treat, 

2 A¢a, To\raile up ftorms and wrackthe Grecian Fleet. 
3 Ma. Where ere fhe moves; infetious vapours rie, 

4 Ma, She breaths deftruction blafting with her Eyes. 


Scene Second, Zvter' Circe: 


His mighty Ships onthe findoth Ocean ride’ 
The quiet Waves an awful filence keep ; 
The dreadiul Winds in their deep Caverns fleep: 
All crimes are fafe, how calm the Seas appear: 
And yet there is'a perjur'd Lover there: 
Falfe Men come learn of the unconftant Wind: 
Learn of the Seas, nay learn of Womankind ; 
Weand the Winds can boaft that we are true: 
Fix'd as the Poles compar’d to faithlefs You. 
1 Ada, She to eternal ruine finks apace : | 
2 Ma, We thall thisday with mighty mifchiefs grace - 
3 47a, End, end as nobly as thou haft begun? ~*~ 
4 Ma, Things of deep horror {hall this night be done. 
Cir. Sink him ye Winds, his Ships ye Lightning burn; 
Oreftes, my Oreffes, ah veturn! é 
Ruin ! Eternal plagues I love him yet. 
Repent a little, I can all forget. 
Why dol {peak to him that cannot hear, 
Nor will the Winds my forrows’to him bear: 
Cruel Oveftes whither doft thou flie 2~ 
Fal'e Man return, ftay, ftay,,and feemé die. 
1 Maia. Do not thinternal Powr’s your quarrel own. 
2 A¢a, Think you their maliceis unadtive grown. 
3 A@a, Dread Queen, what vengeance are you pleas‘d totake. 
4 Ma. Speak, and the frighted Univerfe fhall thake. 
él. Speaksand the frighted Univerfe thall thake. . 
Cir. I can nomoreé my Spells orMagick boat, 
My miftick Druggshaveall their vertueé loft: 
I fee the Gods have now deereed my fall ; 
Tam forlaken and betray’d byall: | 
Ev’a my own Son was wotinded at the Head 
O! Troops which be ag@ainf his Country led. 


»ioGir.. He’s gone, he’s gone! See'with what fullen pride 


The 





| C ESROOSE: 
_ The Rebel on the adverfe fide did fight, : 
Ayding that faithlefs Grec/an in his flight. © 


Scene Third. 


Enter \thacus brought in wounded with feveral 
Souldters. 


1, A@z. Here he is come your pardon to intreat. 

2 A@a. And then expire contented at your: feet. 

Cir. Ah why muft I that fatal object fee! 

I have no leifure now to weep for thee. 

Jth. Forgive me, Madam, that my Sword Idrew — 
To fight for them, who were condemn’d by you: 
But all that | have done wasindefence,. — 

Of Virtue and afflicted Innocence. 

Her fears did. wretched /phigenia bring. 

To me for ayd. againft the luftful King. 

The bloody Tyrant had defign’d that fhe 
The Victim to his dire revenge fliould be: * 
His boafting rage proclaim’d th’intended Rape,. 
Then I did fight to purchafe her efcape. 

Cir, Afflicted Beauty, you did bravely aid;. 
But by your vertue we are all. betrayd. 


That Traytor help’d his Enemies, and you, LT urning'to the: 
By your bafe Cowardile betray’d me too.. .  Souldiers.. 
Which of you all Renown with danger fought, 

Likegawdy Warriours of the Court you fought, ‘ 


We all are ruin’d by your bafe ‘retreat ;. 

The death you fear’d.you fhall in torments- meet, 

And Rebel i will fmile to fee thee bleed. 

~ May’(t chou thenceforth only the. Factious lead, 

And may thy Councels ever be betray'd; 

Give ftiil good Orders, and be ne're obey’d. . 

Andinthy age-—-——-— | 

May all the Laurels thou haft toy!’d forlong;. 

Be ravith'd from thee to adorn the young. ; 
Jih: Death; death has’ blafted alt my Lawrels now;, 

_ And they beginto wither on my Brow.. 

Victorious Death feiles-omevery part, 

Weak Nature flies for refuge to the Heart; , 


The: 
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The Spirits there a while maiittain the’ Field, E yy lode iT ade 
Struggle a little, but at laftmuftyieldsiax.0 lol EF Bapape apay. 

Cir. Oh, ftay brave Youth ! See how my anger dies, 
And Nature is triumphant in'my Eyes» ° ‘[Weeps, 
Alas ! he’s gone——-—~ Ct tw 4 
He fet out early, and did nobly run: ” | 

 Honour’s great Race, Oh ! that thé’ World were done : 

My Magick profpers;heark } the Heav’ns-perform ‘Storms within, 
A dreadtul Juftice, Grecian, dread thisStrorms © 277 hwader, 8c. 
Tremble to hear the angryBillows rore; i OD 
Revenge and Death attend thee on the Shore.['% one of the Nymphr 
Flie to Oreffes; mount the fwittelt Wind, 0) mT 

With frenzy. and wild rage infect his mind <7 mor) 2 dle? 0) 
Torment him’ ftill afrefh —-sse4s5-0 259 on: (Lhunder again; a 
Work on my charms, let’s tomy Cave retire, © Le ony tO: ae 

“And there againft the World and Man con{pire. mia Circe). 

| “..  \ Candthe Maids. — 












































SCENE Pourthy’- 
Lnter Olmida, led in by two Women, 
O/m Do wethen alla fruitfulels homage pay ? 
Heav'n will not hear a harmleSVirginipray- 
There was‘no Saint among thé bléft above, 
Whontin thy caufeI did not hourly move. i | 
I hop'd the Idol of my heart tofee, | | : 
And mov'd the Greeks by Tears tofet me free: 
From them and Death how-gladly did Tfiy? 
But I muft here do fomething more than dye. 
His Eyes are fhut by Death’s Eternal fléép. 
Wake! wake to fee wretched O/midz weep. 
Ah let thy Soul but one fhort moment ftay, ee ee | 
[have a Thoufand tender things’to fay. [Ithacus revives, 
fth. My Soul has been through many wonders lead ; | 
Who is fo envious to difturb thé dead ?. | 
Whoartthou? , : 
Ofm. One long toft in ftorms of Love, 7 
But to Death’s quiet home at laft I move. | 
th. Ofmida here fhe fome good Angel {eems iv 7 
Waiting about me with Celeftial Dreams: | 





Such | 


oe 
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Such and fo fair as you from Heav’n defcend 
And on the thoughts of dying Saints attend, : 
Peace and Forgivenefs in their looks they bring, 
And round their dwellings Hymns of triumph fing. 

Ofm. No, no, I come like a Religious Spie 
To dive into your thoughts before you die. 
When Death approaches, men begin to fear.’ 
And will the preaching of Religion hear: 
Come, your vain Idol you muft -caft away, 

Yo me and Truth your laft devotion pay : 
On faithlels /phigenta think no more, 

4th. ‘With how unkind a hatte the left the thore 
Flying, unhappy Me, the figh’d indeed, 

And wept alittle when the faw me bleed. 

O/m. How ill is all my tendernefs repaid ; 
Your dying thoughts court that ungrateful Maid 
Forgetting wretched me, is nothing due 
To one who kindly-comes to die with you. 

Zth. Qh fair Ofmida here 1 humbly own 
Your goodnefs is at laft viGtorious grown. 

If Nature could my leafe of Breath renew, 
I would imploy it all in fighs for you. 
All my devotion has till now bin blind: 
In you Love’s true Divinity T find. 

O/m. Now youare kind, nor have I vainly pray’d ; 

All my paft miferies are more than payd, 
And I am happy, Lovers think they gain, 
To have an hour of Joy for years of pain, 
We haveno need of life, come let us go, 
And feek the melancholy fhades below : 
Here cruel difcord, noife, and bus’nefs reign : 
Poor Lovers have no leifure to complain, 

No timeto fighy wee'le choofe fome filent Grove, 
There tell fad Tales of unfuccefsful Love: 

But, oh / amongft thofe Stories there is none 
Will prove fo full of forrow as our own. 

fth. Along farewell, oh may you frefhly bloom, 

When I fhall lie and wither in the Tomb. 

I ‘hope the blood in chace of Glory thed, ; 

Will reft and never plead againft the dead. [ Dies. 
H 


Ofws. 
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Ofm. Who thall be mourners, when fuch Virtue dyes, 

Icannot weep, for Lovehas drain’d my Eyes, 

I need no Poyfon, nor noSword, for Grief, 

To all my pains has brought a kind relief. 

Death's leaden hand about my heart I feel, 

From thele pale Lips fome kifles I will fteal ; 

For Death is filent, and the Theft will hide: 

I courted Heav'n with Pray’rs to be thy Bride; 

And fo Iam, the Tomb’s our Bridal. Bed. 

Our Nuptial Feaft wee keep.among the dead. LOfmida dses. 


SCENE Fitth. 
Luter the Four Maids. 


1 AZ, Sure now the World will be afraid of light. 
And wifh to mourn in everlafting Night ; 

Dire things are done, the Craciaz Fleet.is loft, 
Shipwrack’t by Magick on the Scythian Coaft. 

2 Afa, Revenge and Love the luftful Queen divide ¢ 
Her tender thoughts fhe {trives in vain to hide: 
Amid’ft her rage, revenge and melting tears, 

In all his Spoiles triumphant Love appears. 

3 Aa, Yet her great Mind does tor revenge prepare s 
Here we muft wait, her charms have feiz’d theaire; 
Their force Oreffes does,already find, | 
Hither he moves, mad.as the Northern Wind. 


S.CENE Sixth, 
Enter Oreftes mad. > [Storm bere. 


Ores, By Heav’n my Prayers thall ne’re this ftorm appeafe, 


Fight, fight ye Clouds againft the foaming Seas. _ 5 Storm and 


_ Blow on, blow on, why thould the fenfelels Wind, 2 Lightning, 
Or the Wilde Ocean be to, Vertue kind, \ The Cave of the.God of 
Whom many rougher Storms at Land purl, 2 i Me Name 
Where the, alas, is without fhelter too.. pheus, y 
Be loud thou Tempeftand difturb the deep,, [Loud form. 
{ will be calms Infants when they fleep. [.Sits. down, 


1 AZa, Begin the deadly charm.fo Planets move, $79 walk round 
4444. And thus the ill events confpire above. 2? Orefes. 
3. Mas 










































CIRCE, sr 
3 Ata. Prayr’s and odd Numbers words of Myftick found, 
4 Ada, Devoutly we pronounce, and walkaround, 
al. Alcend, afcend, afcend! thou God of fleep , 
1 Ma, Thy leaden Wand in juiceofPoppy fteep. 
2 Ma. Bring {lumber from thofe little quiet Cells i 
Where lazy Vertue in retirement dwells, 
Shunning the cares of Courts, 
4. Ma, And inthy Train, 
1 Ma, Bring the Phantaftick off-{prings of the Brain. 
2 Ms, Dreams of all forts. 
1 Ma,_-————Some in a pleafing Drefs, 
3 Mz, Such as glad Lovers full of hope poffels,. ¢ The pleafant 
4. AZa. Some dreadful,fuch as to the guilty come Slam: rifes. 
And tell fad Stories of their future doome, 7 


God of Sleep Sings. 


. He Notfe of humane life for[ake, 

Where Love and Bus nefs keep the Vorld awake, 
Some quiet Manfton hel. 

Where Fame's loud call {hal not our flumbers break, 

But happy Zgnorance upon thy carele/s breaft 
Methinks we take the gentleft reft, 
Chorus. Sveep, fleep! within a droufe Cave, 
Dark, dark, aud filent as the Grave, [ Dance. 











Phanty esters with the pleafant Dreams,Phanly Daneses,the pleafans 
Dreames fing and dance an Entry to the Song,to which Mufick 
there is an Eccho iv the Clouds. Three Spirits reply 
to the Dancers below. | 


Song for the Dreames. 


Aids in Wifbes ftretch and pant ; 
Wives the Nightly ble[sing want. 
Chorus. Careful Love their torment fees, 
Sends em Dreams, and they have eafe, 


Women can be chafte in ppite, 
Gallants muft retire to Night. 
Chor. Careful Love,&c. | 
| H 2 ds 






















« 4s Morpheus frags the Zwo firft lines, the Scene chances 


into a place of Fforror. 
_ Phobetor Sixes. 


yas fair Vifions, to the Court remove. 
IV hofe bus nefs is to dream of Love ; 
And you blackterrors of the Night appear 
7 0u wilde Creations of our /Vilder fears : 
Lon difmsal F ifions that on guilt attend. | 
Furies and Fiends from Fell afcend | 
Religion finds you better far than. Law, 
Lo rule Mankind and keep the World in awe: 
Oh horror, borror from Death's gloomy {bade 
Het Lrife, arife! the frighted World invade. 


An Entry of the frightful Dreames, Clytimneftra’s . 
: Ghoft afcends. . 


tt Gho. Awake, awake, thy Mother’s Ghoft is come,~ 
From Death's abode;: her Urn, and quiet Tomb. | 

To vifit Nature, holy.things I fhun, x 

And haunt the Dreames of.my inhuman Son.» 

Thy Sword did fend me to Eternal Night ; ' 

My angry Ghoft fhall {till thy. lumbers fright... 

Now humane kind in fleep their cares forfake, ¢ ? 





Even Guiltutfelf fome little reft does take, 

And none.but the revengeful are awake, AY 296 
A mighty Vengeance Circe does prepare, © s 
In this deep filence her.wing’d Gharriots bear. ¢ 
The dire Inchantrefs through th’unwholfome aire.. §. 
‘Brooding ill Fate fhe fitsupon a Cloud : 
Thrice the bad Genius of the World.has bow’d; 


And thrice has own’d her Pow’r,the Charm is. done, 7. 
And now the difmal, bus’nefs is begun. £1 Thine. 
You flying Plagues feife, feife this impious Son. ders. 


? 1 Mfaid, Her beauty fcorn’d, Circe refolves to prove - 
P| ro Cruel as the firft thoughts of-injur'd Love; 

. Oh tremble, tremble, and refift. no more : 
Beauty s a Tirant jealous of its Pow’. | | 
2 Afaid. 


CIRCE. sai 


» Maid. Ablack revenge her fury has defign’d, 
But fighing at her feet your pardon feek, 
And therelenting Beauty will be kind, 
Asthe laft words which dying Lovers {peak 


Oreftes wakes, the Scene vanifhes, the Dreams and Ghoft 
fink down by-degreess the Bowr vanifbes. 


Ores. Defcend to burning Lakes, hot asthy Luft, 
Ill boding Vifion, my Revenge was jult, 
Night through the World. does folid darknefs {pread, 
The gaping Monuments reftore their dead, . 
Who rangeabout, ‘tis the laft dreadful day ; 
The Earth and Heav’ns begin to meltaway. § Darts of Lightning, 
On Clouds of Firei deftroying Angels fly ; ; Thunder. 
Mutt this great Frame diflolve and Nature dye.. 


SCENE Seventh. 


Enter Pylades awd Iphigenia with the 5 Thunder and Light- 
Grecian Zrai#. 3 ning here. 


Pyl. Sureall the Elements our fall confpire, . 
Loud Storms at Sea, at Land con{fuming Fire. 
Purfues us ftill. 
Loh. ————But why fhould Virtue fear, 
When with their murdring fhafts the Gods appear ? 
Guilt tremble thou when Heav’ns wing’d Vengeance flies *, 
Through frighted Cities, or when Storms arife.. 
Ores. From Earths deep hollow. dreadful : ¢ Groans aader 
groans are {ent, 3 the Earth. 
And Nature labours with fome great event. 
Approach,approach,dire things (hall-be difclos’d, 5 Drawing Pyl.and 
My Mind is wilder now than Luft oppos’d. Iph.near bim. 
Come wel out-think young Prophets and out-dream . 
Religion, let Ambition be our Theam. 
Come, the tumultuous World we'l vifit now, 
There to fuccefsful Vicethe virtuous bow, 
The Pious quarrel, Ignorance isloud, 
Allisamifs, in Schoolsthe Wile are proud... 
At 












At Court they ling Modelty defpife, 
Only the impudent are fure to rife ; 

I 1 found a Trumpet, and the dead thall wake ; 
The frighted Planets fhall their Orbs forfake, 
And all with me to better Worlds retire, 


SCENE Eight. 


Luter Thoas with the Scythians, 





Tho. If Glory e’re thy youthful blood did fre ; | 
If thy great race has taught thee to afpire, 1 
Follow where and my revenge hall lead, 
That undifturb‘d we may together bleed : 
‘Grecian, this day thou art decreed to dye, 
If thou dar’ft fight, and Heav’n ftand neuter by. 
Ores. Ha! art notthou that hungry Monfter Pow’z, : 
That feeds onall, then does it felfdevour ? : | 
Zho. All things toUniverfal Ruin hatte, | 
Afflicted Nature feems to breath her laft. | 
My Throne muft fall by your Eternaldoom , 
To fink with Empire! Oh you GodsIcome ; 
If Ihave ought deferv'd for ev'ry how’r, 
In which! have groan’d, beneath the weight of Pow’r: | 





Let me expire reveng'd. (AZakes at Oreftes, who draws. 
Ores. —~-—---—-|'I not ingage, 
Thy clamoursfhall not rouze my fleeping rage:  [Pyl. draws, 


Pyl, Awake, awake! the glorious Youth does ftand 
With Wars {wift Lightning ufelef§ in his hand. 
Tho. Fallon! revenge come quicken and infpire, 
Be thou inftead of all my youthful fire. 
| [ Fight; Ores, kélls Tho. they drive off the Scythian Soldiers. 
Ores. Bold Wretch lie there, my Courage now is warm, 
Bloody as Womens Luft, deaf asa Storm. 


SCENE Ninth, and laf. 


Enter Circe, with her Maids, Spirits, Guards and Attendants. 


Circe. Unfit for Empire, Imuft Rule no more, 
Firmne(s I want, that {trong fupport of Pow’r: 


‘Tis 
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"Tis Refolution makes Heav'ns Empire great ; 
Like a weak States-man infome turn of State, 
Wild, unrefolv’d I ftand, eternal pains! 
High, fierce defires are boiling in my Veins, 
I muft enjoy him, and the fire allay. 
The raging flames that on my Vitals prey. 
But witnels, Hell! I would like Lightning, blaft, 
Burn, and confume whatever I embrac'd. 
Ore. Ha Beauty here! thy wicked Arts | know, 
What pains, and difcord doeft thou breed below! 
There Wifdom, and there Pow’r, thou lead’ft aftray,, 
I’! from thy Poilon flie—— 
Cir. —Oreftes, {tay ! 
Oh ftay ! with thy inchanting prefence keep 
Thefe Hells, and thistormenting Rage afleep ;.. 
Once you were kind, on floury Beds youlay, 
In Bow’rs, like infant Nature, frefh.and gay ; 
Wreathing the Mirtle Garlands for your Brows,, 
Fixt on your looks, and liftning to your Vows, 
All day Ifate-—— 
Ores, —--——Away bewitching fair ! 
Fatal, expenfive, ruinous as.War.. 
Shall [fit 1dle by my Senate awd, 
While Neighbouring Princes get renown abroad ? 
No, let me loofe, I fhould the World o’recome, 
Did not ill Subjects keep me poor at home: 
I would be one of thofethé Godsdidmake — 
With reftlefs Minds, to keep the World awake,. 
A fam’d Deftroyer.. 
Cir. ‘Then come joyn with me: 
[hate the World, and would deftructive be. 
At our command Plagues through the Earth fhall range;, 
Warr, new Religion, univerfal change,. 
Hot fighting zeal, ambition, all that can 
Bring {wift deftruction on Ungrateful Man, 
Wing’d with our fury through the World {hall flie s. 
The World! evenlov’d by mifery! but I 
Would fee it loft, Nature and Order die, 
See all confume inUniverfalfire, _ 
Injoy but him, and then my felf expire. At 




























a a 


ee i 


7) CIRC EB. 

Ores. Oh noble rage! beready Warriour ! prove 
That my great heart {toops to the Tyrant Love, 

Once the foft poifon did infeét my Mind: | 
Like all new Lovers, diligent, and kind. 

At Circe's feet I lay, but{he is dead, 

And to the Grave by Mourning Cupids lead; 
Shew me the Tomb that fhall her Athes keep, 
There I will trueft Penitence out-weep. 

Cir, Mad as the Winds! bring methe pow’rful juice 
Which Herbs from the ei monian Vales produce, 
Gather’d at facred hours, refrefh his Mind 
With that cool mixture, and the charm unbind 5 
Then bring the Mighty.Philters that excite . 

The cold and tardy-Lover to delight; 

Down fierce defires, I wifh and think too high, 
Nature my Riots but this hour fupply. 

Love's flowing Wealth I would at‘once confume, 
Intail not my delights on Years to come. 

Ores. The Moon does ficken at {ome difmal fight ; 
The Stars grow dim, fhtowd me Eternal Night. 
Thou art 
My Mother's Ghoft fo melting with defire, 

Wild breathing hort her Breafts, and Eyes.a fire, 
She met th’Adulterer go bear to Hell, 

That thallow plotting man, that would rebell ; 
He that does tactions in a City breed, 

Unfit thofe Faétions to advife or lead. 

That difcontented trifle burn and tear, — 

But oh, thou facred Ghoft, Ore/fes {pare. 

Czr. Lam thy Mothers Ghoft, but feat fromHeav'n 

With order to pronounce thy Crimes forgiven. 

My fatal Murder is forgotten now, | 

Shake off your Sorrows, and uncloud your brow, 

Reft on my bofome, calm your noble Mind, 

The Powr’s above bad me be {oft and kind. [2mbraces hin. - 

Ores. Bleft {hade am I forgiven? away my fear, | 
Zeal is deceiv’d to paint the Gods fevere. 









































[Zo Circe. 





Let's feek the lafting home which Heav'n prepares : 
T am grown fick of life and mortal cares. 
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Cir, Come, you hall be to a. calm Region brought, : 

Where Wiidome is no more difturb’d with thought, 

Where Valour refts, we will bleft Youth remove 

To the forgetful carelels fhades of Love, 

In thin attire, fuch as may loofely fly, 

And hide no beauty from theLover's Eye. 

Trembling Tle come, you seraylvoks fhall read 

In my fhort fighs and bluthes what I need, 

Then wee retire to feaft on ev'ry. fweet, 

With which the Youthful do the Youthful meet 

Tird with delights 
Ores.———Witnels yee Pow’rsofHell [Starts frome Circe. 

How juftly my adulterous Mother fell : \ 

ee Luft extends it felf jipactatidig Tomb, : 
nd thy inceftuous Ghoft is hither come  ¢ Circe goes to hiv. dn 

To tempt the vertue of thy wretched Son. ; ret) ina tb 

No: thofe Embraces Nature bids.:me fhun. i eodsd Geddes She 





Hark,hark ! my Father groans! adifmal found .2 Earth crier, Pre- 
He cries, Prepare to give the fatal wound: pares. prepares 
Kill, kill! th’Adultrefs. Stabbs Circe, 
Al the Stage is darken'd, 
Ctr Summon all My Art, 54 finks in the 








Furies and Hell ! the Sword has reach'd my heart:2 Arms of her 
Women. 
Ores. Bind me with Fate, yet I the Chains will break, 
Are not all Women falfe Immortals! Speak? | 
Falfer than Science ; I to Death wall run, 
Their falfehoods and my Wretched Self to fhun. 


[Xills himfelf and dies. Pyl.azd Iph.run to him. 


Cir. Pow’r! Wifdome! guard me from the Tyrant Death. 
All Ma, No, Fate has fummon’d,you muft yield your Breath. 
Cir. Is it decreed ? the World, Time, Nature call ! 

Tell ¢’'m they muft prepare to grace my fall; 

Such Greatnefs cannot, cannot fink alone. 

Diffolve the Earth, threaten th’Immortal Throne. 

To its firft Chaos let the World return. 

This folid Mafs yee darted Lightnings burn : S Spirits bearing 

Earths hollow Caverns let the Winds forfake; $7 orches flie crofs 

Burit their dark Prifons, and the oa thake.¢ the Stage. g 

Ly 
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{ } a Bio fs My flaming Guard unfix the Poles, and tear | fae 
i: Each fatal Planer robe sbi here Soa | ‘Horrid Mi ck, 
4 jomatiaoy’ tod hander 
aN r é Lhe Stage is whey dapbewta, and the Ci iy of A fide 
“i 6. A fire, ‘i. 


dph. Why bes my glals Fife fo: flowlp ra rin, gi Fe fb yen 
The Milferable even Death doesf{huns 7: rolow maa) 


ie | Grief kills as flowas Agé . -bréak ftubborn heart,’ 

Oh happy death, how till and calm As art, ie 
a How toiltome Lif eg Ge i AS”. 
“Gh | — Pyl. Move fwittly Heaven withithy: avenging firey “s | weH 


Whilft in the flame weand the World expire.” fio lyil 
Cir. Deftroy;deftroysthe Starry Thrones wiry Le Va hig: 

L, like good peaceful -Kings; am/ill obey'd »: ‘ deri . 

se Mutt I put Nature off, and be refin'd?: +> 

Whe Become-all{pirit, thoughtyimmortal Mind: in’ rae Sey 4 


\ Can thought; opr only'torment here‘omEarth, °°) sisas 44 
| _ Afford fuch pleafareat our Second Births oA CE Hind iA 
When we're in Heaven, I fear the Pious boaft, 
Ta peas S Bapk Mitt ie ail of me-be nee sg EDies.. 
= a 














“The End. 
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